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LIFE  OF  EDWARD  YOUNG. 

BY  THE  REV. 

SIR  H.  CROFT  AND  DR.  JOHNSON. 


I  HE  following  life  was  wriKcii,  at  my  request,  by  a 
gciitlcinaii  who  liail  bitter  itironiiutioii  than  I  could 
easily  have  obtauied  ;  and  the  I'nbiic  will  perhaps 
wish  that  I  had  solicited  and  obtained  more  such  fa- 
vours from  him'. 

"  DEAR  Sin, 

"  In  consctjuenee  of  our  dilf*  rent  conversations 
about  authentic  materials  for  the  Life  of  Youn^,  I 
send  }ou  the  following  fletail. 

"  <JI'  great  men,  somelliing  must  always  be  said 
1o  gratify  curiosity.  Of  (he  illustrious  aulhor  of  Iho 
'  Night  'ihoughls'  much  lias  been  told  of  which 
there  never  could  have  berii  proofs;  and  little  c.irc 
apjiears  to  have  Ixcii  taken  to  tell  tiiat,  of  which 
proofs,  with  little  trouble,  might  have  been  pro- 
(  ured." 

"  Mdwari)  Yoi  n(;  was  born  at  (Jpliam,  near 
\N  incliester,  in  June,  lOUl.  He  was  the  son  of 
Ddward  Young,  at  that  lime  felhiw  of  Winchester 
'   .See  fient.  Mug.  vol.  Kx.  p.  Tl't. 
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Collrgo  and  rrclor  of  lljiliarn  ;  who  was  llic  son  of 
Jo.  Yoiiiif!:,  of  VVoodliay,  in  Ik-rksliiir,  st3'h'd  by 
Wood,  gcnt/cmaii.  In  Sc'i)lcnil)cr,  IfJS'i,  flic  I'oot's 
father  was  collatod  to  the  prebend  <»f  (iillinj^hani 
Minor,  in  the  chnicli  of  Sainm,  l)y  l)isii()|)  Ward. 
Wlien  Ward's  facnltios  were  impaired  throngli  age, 
liis  duties  were  necessarily  perloruK  d  by  others. 
We  h'arn  from  Wood,  that,  at  a  visitation  of  Sprat's. 
July  the  12tii,  1G8(),  the  |)r>ben(lary  preached  a  f^atin 
sermon,  afterwards  i)ubli^he(l,  with  whieh  the  bishop 
was  so  pleased,  that  lie  told  tlie  Chapter  he  was  con- 
cerned to  find  the  preacher  had  one  of  the  worst 
prebends  in  their  ehnreh.  Some  time  alter  this,  in 
consequence  of  his  merit  and  reputation,  or  of  the 
interest  of  Lord  l.radlord,  to  whom,  in  1702,  he  de- 
dicated two  volumes  of  sermons,  he  was  appointed 
chaplain  to  King  William  and  Queen  M.ary,  and 
preferred  to  the  deanery  of  Sarum.  Jacob,  who 
wrote  in  1720,  says,  '  Ijc  was  chaplain  and  clerk  of 
the  closet  to  the  late  queen,  who  honoured  him  by 
standing  godmother  to  the  poet.'  His  fellowship  of 
Winchester  he  resigned  in  favour  of  a  gentleman  of 
the  name  of  Harris,  who  married  his  only  daughter. 
The  dean  died  at  Sarum,  after  a  short  illness,  in 
1705,  in  the  sixty-third  year  of  his  age.  On  the 
Sunday  after  his  decease  Bishop  Uurnet  preached  at 
the  cathedral,  and  began  his  sermon  with  saying, 
'  Death  lias  been  of  late  walking  round  us,  and 
making  breach  upon  breach  upon  us,  and  has  now 
carried  away  the  head  of  this  body  with  a  stroke ; 
so  that  he,  wliom  you  saw  a  week  ago  distributing 
the  holy  mysteries,  is  now  laid  in  the  dust.  But  he 
still  lives  in  the  many  excellent  directions  he  has 
left  us,  both  how  to  live  and  how  to  die.' 

"  The  dean  placed  his  son  upon  the  foundation  at 
Winchester  College,  where  he  had  himself  been 
educated.  At  this  school  Edward  Young  remained 
till  the  election  after  his  eighteenth  birth-day,  the 
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period  at  whicli  those  upon  llie  loundation  are  supcr- 
aiiiHiated.  Whether  he  did  not  betray  his  abilities 
early  in  life,  or  his  masters  had  not  skill  enonirh  to 
discover  in  their  pupil  any  marks  of  jjciiins  lor  which 
he  merited  reward,  or  no  vacancy  at  Oxford  oflcred 
them  an  opportunity  to  bestow  upon  him  the  reward 
provided  for  merit  by  William  of  Wykeham  ;  certain 
it  is,  that  to  an  Oxford  fellowship  our  poet  did  not 
succeed.  By  chance,  or  by  choice.  New  College 
connot  claim  the  honour  of  numbering  among  its 
fellows  him  who  wrote  the  '  Night  Thoughts.' 

"  On  the  13th  of  October,  1703,  he  was  entered 
an  independent  member  of  New  College,  that  he 
might  live  at  little  expense  in  the  warden's  lodgings, 
who  was  a  particular  friend  of  his  father's,  till  he 
should  be  (pialihed  to  stand  for  a  fellowsiiip  at  All 
Souls.  In  a  few  months  the  warden  of  New  Col- 
lege died.  He  then  removed  to  Corpus  College. 
'I'lie  president  of  this  society,  from  regard  also  for 
his  latlxr,  invited  him  thither,  in  order  to  lessen  his 
academical  exiterises.  In  1708,  ho  was  nominated 
to  a  law-ltllo\\ship  at  All  Souls  by  ArcIii>isliop 'I  eni- 
son,  into  whose  hands  it  came  by  devolution.  Such 
repeated  patronage,  while  it  jiistilics  IJurnct's  [>rai5e 
of  the  lather,  rellects  credit  on  the  eonducl  of  the 
son.  'I'he  maiiui-r  in  which  it  was  exerted  seems  to 
prove,  that  the  father  did  not  leave  brliind  hiui  mueli 
wealth. 

"  <>n  the-  23(1  of  .•\[)ril,  1714,  \  ciung  took  bis  de- 
grer-  of  bacln  lor  of  civil  laws,  and  his  doctor's  de- 
gree on  the  loth  of  June,  171!>. 

"  Soon  ailei  he  went  to  <)\liiicl,  lie  discdvered,  it 
is  said,  an  inclination  for  pujiils.  \\  hctlier  he  ever 
comuK  need  tutor  is  not  kno^  ii.  None  has  hitherto 
boasted  to  have  received  his  acad(Mnieal  instruction 
from  the  author  of  the  '  Night  'I'lirdights.' 

"  It  is  probable  that  his  Coliegf;  was  proinl  of 
him  no  less  as  u  scholar  than  as  a  poet;  for,  in  171G, 
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M'licn  the  foundation  of  the  Codrington  Library  was 
laid,  two  jcars  after  lie  had  taken  his  hachclor's  de- 
gree, Young  was  appointed  to  .s|)<ak  the  Ijatin  ora- 
tion. This  is  at  least  parlieiihir  for  Ijeing  dedicated 
in  English  'Totiie  Ladies  of  the  Codringtou  I'aniily.' 
'J'o  these  ladies  he  says,  '  that  lie  was  unavoidahly 
flung  into  a  singularity,  by  being  obliged  to  write  an 
episllc  dedicatory  void  ot  c()inmr)n-plaee,  and  such 
a  one  was  never  published  before  by  any  author 
whatever;  that  this  practice  absolved  them  from  any 
obligation  of  reading  what  was  presented  to  them; 
and  that  the  bookseller  approved  of  it,  because  it 
would  make  jxople  stare,  was  absurd  enough,  and 
perfectly  right/ 

"  Of  this  Oration  there  is  no  appearance  in  Iiis 
own  edition  of  his  works;  and  prefixed  to  an  edition 
by  Cnrll  and  Tonson,  1741,  is  a  letter  from  Young 
to  Curll,  if  we  may  credit  Curll,  dated  December 
tJie  t)th,  1739,  wherein  he  says,  that  he  has  not  lei- 
sure to  review  v^  hat  he  formerly  wrote,  and  adds, 
'I  have  not  the  "  Lpistle  to  Lord  Jjausdowne."  If 
you  will  take  n)y  advice,  1  would  have  you  omit  that, 
and  the  Oration  on  Codrington.  I  think  the  collec- 
tion will  sell  better  without  them.' 

"  Theie  are  who  relate,  that,  when  first  Y  ouiig 
found  himself  independent,  and  his  own  master  at 
All  Souls,  he  was  not  the  ornament  to  religion  and 
morality  which  he  afterwards  bccajne. 

"  'J"he  authority  of  his  father,  indeed,  had  ceased, 
some  time  before,  by  his  death;  and  Young  was 
certainly  not  ashamed  to  be  patronized  by  the  infa- 
mous W  barton.  I»ut  Wharton  befriended  in  Young, 
perhaps,  the  poet,  and  i)articularly  the  tragedian. 
Jf  virtuous  authors  must  be  patrouizeil  only  by  vir- 
tuous peers,  who  shall  j)oint  them  out? 

"  Yet  I'opc  is  sai<l  by  Rulfhead  to  have  told  War- 
burton,  that  '  Young  had  nuich  of  a  sublime  genius, 
though  without  common  sense;   so  that  his  genius, 
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liavinp:no  guide,  was  perpetually  liable  to  de<>cnerafe 
into  bombast.  Tiiis  mude  him  pass  n  foolish  youth, 
the  sjioil  of  peers  and  poets;  but  his  liaviiii;-  a  very 
n^ood  heart  enabled  hini  to  support  the  clerieal  elia- 
ractcr  when  he  assumed  it,  tirst  with  deceuey,  and 
afterwards  witii  lionour.' 

"  They  wlio  think  ill  of  "Young's  morality  in  the 
early  part  of  his  life,  may  perhaps  be  wron;::;  but 
Tindal  eould  not  err  in  his  opinion  of  ^  ouui!,'s 
warmth  and  ability  in  the  eause  of  relii;ion.  Tindal 
used  to  s|)end  mueh  of  his  time  at  All  Souls.  'The 
other  boys,  (saitl  the  Atheist)  I  can  always  answer, 
bceausc  I  always  know  whence  they  have  their  arjju- 
mcnts,  wiiich  I  have  read  a  hundred  times;  but  that 
fellow  Yonnj;  is  continually  pestering  me  with  some- 
thing of  his  own  ^.' 

"  After  all,  Tindal  and  the  censiirers  of  Young 
may  be  rcconcileable.  \oung  n)ight,  for  two  or 
three  years,  have  tried  that  kind  of  lil'e,  in  which  his 
natural  principles  would  not  sull'er  him  to  wallow 
long.  If  this  were  so,  he  has  left  behind  him  not 
oidy  his  evidence  in  favour  of  virtue,  but  the  potent 
testimony  of  experience  against  vice. 

"  \\c  shall  soon  see  that  one  of  his  earliest  pro- 
ductions was  more  serious  than  what  comes  iiom 
the  generality  of  uniledged  poets. 

"  Young  perhaps  ascribed  the  good  fortune  of 
Addison  to  the  '  I'oein  to  his  Majesty,'  presented, 
w  ith  a  copy  of  verses,  to  Somers  ;  and  hoped  that  he 
also  might  soar  to  wealth  and  honours  on  wings  of 
the  same  kind.  His  first  poetical  llight  was  when 
<»)ueen  Anne  called  up  to  the  House  of  Lords  the 

'  Every  time  I  called  iipoii  .lulinsoii  duriiii;  the  time  I  was 
employed  in  colltctinj;  riiutfriiils  frir  this  \\U:,  he  never  suf- 
fered me  to  depart  witliiiiit  some  such  furewell  as  this : 
"'  Don't  forget  that  rasra!  Tindal,  Sir.  Ke  sure  to  lianii;  up 
the  Atheist."  Alludin;,'  to  this  anecdote,  wiiicli  .lohiisoii  h;id 
mentioned. 

II  2 
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sons  of  the  Earls  of  Nortliamptoii  and  Aylesbury, 
and  added,  in  one  day,  ten  others  to  the  number  of 
peers.  In  order  to  reconeile  the  people  to  one,  at 
least,  of  the  new  h)rds,  he  published,  in  1712,  'An 
Epistle  to  the  Hight  Honourable  George  Lord  Lans- 
downe.'  In  this  eouiposilion  (he  poet  pours  out  his 
panegyric  wilh  the  extravaganee  of  a  young  man, 
who  thinks  iiis  present  slock  of  wcallh  will  never  be 
exhausted. 

"The  j)oem  seems  intended  also  to  reconcile  the 
public  to  the  lale  peace.  This  is  endeavoured  to 
be  done  by  showing  that  men  are  slain  in  war,  and 
that  in  peace  '  harvests  wave,  and  Commerce  swells 
her  sail.'  If  this  be  humanity,  for  which  he  meant 
it,  is  it  |)olitics?  Another  purpose  of  this  epistle  ap- 
pears to  have  been,  to  prepare  the  i)ublic  for  the  re- 
ception of  some  tragedy  he  n)ight  have  in  hand. 
His  lordship's  patronage,  he  says,  will  not  let  him 
'  rei)eMt  his  j)assion  for  the  stage;'  and  the  particu- 
lar praise  bestowed  on  '  Othello'  and  '  Oroonoko' 
looks  as  if  some  such  character  as  Zanga  was  even 
then  in  contemplation.  The  alfectionate  mention  of 
the  death  of  his  friend  Harrison,  of  New  College,  at 
the  close  of  this  poem,  is  an  instance  of  Young's 
art,  which  displayed  itself  so  wonderfully  some  time 
afterwards  in  the  '  Night  Thoughts,'  of  making  the 
public  a  party  in  his  private  sorrow. 

"  Should  justice  call  ujjon  you  to  censure  this 
poem,  it  ought  at  least  to  be  remembered  that  he 
did  not  insert  it  in  his  works;  and  that  in  the  letter 
to  Curll,  as  we  have  seen,  he  advises  its  omission. 
The  booksellers,  in  the  late  body  of  English  Poetry, 
should  have  distinguished  what  was  deliberately  re- 
jected by  the  respective  authors  ^.  This  I  shall  be 
careful  to  do  wilh  regard  to  Young.     '  I  think,  (says 

■*  Dr.  Johnson,  in  many  cases,  thougbt  and  directed  dif- 
ferently. 
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he;  the  following  pieces  in  four  volumes  to  be  the 
most  excusable  of  all  that  I  have  written  ;  and  I 
wish  less  apology  was  needful  for  these.  As  there  is 
no  recalling  what  is  got  abioad,  the  pieces  here  re- 
publisiied  1  have  revised  and  corrected,  and  rendered 
them  a?,  pardonable  as  it  was  in  my  power  to  do.' 

"  Shall  the  gates  of  repentance  be  shut  only 
against  literary  sinners? 

"  When  Addisor)  |)ul)lished  '  Cato,'  in  1713,  Youug 
had  the  honour  of  pre(i\ing  to  it  a  recommendatory 
copy  of  verses.  Jhis  is  one  of  the  pieces  which  the 
author  of  the  '  Night  Thoughts'  did  not  republish. 

"  On  the  appearance  of  his  '  Poem  on  the  Last 
Day,'  Addison  did  not  return  Young's  compliment; 
but  'The  IJiglishman,'  of  October  29,  1713,  which 
was  probably  written  by  Addison,  sjieaks  hand- 
somely of  this  poem.  The  'Last  Day'  was  published 
soon  after  the  peace.  The  vice-chancellor's  impri- 
matur, for  it  was  printed  at  Oxford,  is  dated  May  the 
liitli,  1713.  I'rom  the  exordium  Young  appears  to 
have  s|)ent  some  time  on  the  composition  of  it. 
While  other  bards  '  with  Britain's  hero  set  their 
souls  on  fire,'  he  draws,  he  says,  a  deeper  scene. 
Marlbiirongh  had  been  considered  by  Ibitain  as  her 
hrrn ;  but,  when  the  '  Last  Day'  was  published, 
female  cabal  had  blasted  for  a  time  the  laurels  of 
lilenheirn.  This  serious  |)oem  w  as  finished  by  ^  oung 
as  early  as  171M,  belore  he  was  thirty;  for  part  of 
it  is  |»rinted  in  the  'Tatler.'  It  was  inscribed  to  the 
<pieen,  in  a  iledication,  which,  I'or  some  reason,  he 
did  not  admit  into  his  works.  It  tells  her,  that  '  liis 
oidy  title  to  the  great  honour  he  now  does  himself, 
is  the  obligation  \\lii<li  he  fonm  ily  received  from  her 
royal  indulgence.' 

'  Of  this  obligation  nolhing  is  now  known,  unless 
lir-  alluded  lo  her  being  bis  godmother,  lie  is  said, 
indeed,  to  ha\e  been  engaged  at  a  settled  slijiend  as 
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a  writer  lor  tlic  coiirl.     In  Swift's  '  Rhapsody  on 
Poetry'  are  these  lines,  spcHkiii^  of  the  court — 

Wlieiice  Cay  whs  bBiiish'd  in  disgrace, 
Where  I'ope  will  never  show  his  face. 

Where  Y must  torture  iiis  invention 

To  Hatter  knaves,  or  lose  his  pension. 

"That  Y means  Young- seems  clear  from  four 

other  lines  in  the  same  puem: 

Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps  and  strew  your  bays  ; 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide  ; 
You  cannot  err  on  I""lattery's  side. 

"  Yet  who  shall  say  with  certainty,  that  Younjif 
was  a  pensioner  ?  In  all  modern  periods  of  this  coun- 
try, have  not  llie  writers  on  one  side  been  regularly 
called  hirelings,  and  on  tiie  other  patriots? 

"  Of  the  Dedication  the  complexion  is  clearly 
political.  It  speaks  in  the  highest,  terms  of  the  late 
peace ;  it  gives  her  majesty  praise  indeed  for  her 
victories,  hut  says,  that  the  author  is  more  pleased 
to  see  her  rise  from  this  lower  world,  soaring  above 
the  clouds,  passing  the  first  and  second  heavens,  and 
leaving  the  fixed  stars  behind  her;  nor  will  he  lose 
her  there,  he  says,  but  kee|)  her  still  in  view  tinough 
the  boundless  si)aees  on  the  otiier  side  of  Creation, 
in  her  journey  towards  eternal  bliss,  till  he  behold 
the  Heaven  of  heavens  open,  and  angels  r<eeiving 
and  eonvejing  her  still  onward  from  the  stretch  of 
Ills  imagination,  which  tires  in  her  pursuit,  and  falls 
back  again  to  earth. 

'*  The  (pieen  was  soon  called  away  from  this  lower 
world,  to  a  place  w  here  human  praise  or  human  flat- 
tery, even  less  general  than  this,  arc  of  little  conse- 
quence. If  ^'oung  thought  th(!  dedication  contained 
only  the  praise  of  truth,  he  should  not  have  omitted 
it  in  his  v\  orks.     \\  as  he  conscious  of  the  exaffscera- 
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(ion  of  party  ?  Tlien  he  sliould  not  have  written  it. 
The  poem  itself  is  not  witliout  a  glance  towards  po- 
litics, notwithstanding  the  snbject.  The  cry  that 
the  Church  was  in  danger,  had  not  yet  subsided. 
The  '  Last  Day,'  written  by  a  layman,  was  much 
approved  by  the  ministry,  and  their  friends. 

"  Before  the  queen's  death,  '  The  Torcc  of  Reli- 
gion, or  Vani|nished  Love,' was  sent  into  the  world. 
This  poem  is  luunded  on  the  execution  of  Lady 
.Jane  Grey  and  her  liusl)and  Lord  Guildford,  1554,  a 
story  ciiosen  for  the  subject  of  a  tragedy  by  Edmund 
Smith,  and  wrought  into  a  tragedy  by  Howe.  Tiie 
dedication  of  it  to  the  Countess  of  Salisbury  does 
not  ap|)ear  in  his  own  edition.  lie  hopes  it  may  be 
some  excuse  for  his  j)resum|>tion,  that  the  story 
could  not  have  been  read  without  thoughts  of  the 
Countess  of  Salisbury,  tiiough  it  had  been  dedicated 
to  another.  ■  To  behold,  (be  proceeds)  a  person 
tiiihf  \irtuous,  stirs  in  us  a  prudent  regret  ;  to  behold 
a  [lerson  ««///  amiable  to  the  sight,  warms  us  with  a 
religious  indignation;  but  to  turn  our  eyes  to  a 
Countess  of  Salisbury,  gives  us  pleasure  and  im- 
provement; it  works  a  sort  of  miracle,  occasions  the 
i)ias  of  our  nature  to  fall  ulf  from  sin,  and  makes 
our  very  senses  and  alleclions  converts  to  our  reli- 
gion, and  promoters  of  our  duty.'  His  llattery  was 
as  ready  lor  the  other  S(;x  as  lor  ours,  and  was  at 
least  as  well  ada|ileil. 

"  August  the'i7tli,  1714,  Pope  writes  to  his  friend 
.lervas,  that  In:  is  just  arrived  liom  Oxford;  that 
every  one  is  nnieh  eoneerned  for  the  cpu'en's  death, 
but  that  no  paiicgjries  are  ready  yet  for  the  king. 

"  Nothing  like  lii(  iidship  bad  yet  taken  place  be- 
tween I'ojie  and  ^ouiig:  lor,  soon  aft<r  the  event 
which  I'ope  menlioiiN,  >  oiiiig  |)ublishcd  a  poem  on 
the  rpHun's  d'alli,  and  bis  ni;ije>t)'s  accession  to  the 
throne.  It  is  inscribed  to  Addison,  tlun  secretary 
to  the  lords  justices.     NN  halcvcr  were   the  obliga- 
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tions  which  lie  liad  formerly  received  from  Anne,  tiie 
poet  appears  to  aim  at  somctliiiif;  of  (he  same  sort 
from  (Jeorj^e.  Of  tiie  poem  the  iiitoiitioii  seems  to 
have  been,  to  sliow  tliat  he  had  the  same  extrava;;aiit 
strain  of  praise  for  a  kinf?  as  for  a  «juccn.  To  dis- 
cover, at  the  very  onset  of  a  foreip^ner's  reij^n,  tliat 
the  gods  l)less  his  new  subjeets  in  such  a  kinj;-,  is 
somctiiiug  more  than  praise.  Neither  was  lliis 
deemed  one  of  his  excusable  pieces.  We  do  not  tind 
it  in  iiis  works. 

"  Young,'s  father  had  been  well  acquainted  with 
Lady  Anne  W  barton,  the  first  wife  of  Thomas  Whar- 
ton, Esq.  afterwards  jNlarcpiis  of  Wharton;  a  huly 
celebrated  for  her  poetical  talents  by  JJnrnet  and  by 
Waller. 

"  To  the  Dean  of  Sarum's  visitation  sermon,  al- 
ready mentioned,  were  added  some  verses  '  by  that 
excellent  poetess  Mrs.  Ann  Wharton,'  upon  its 
beinj?  translated  into  i;ni:;lisli,  at  the  instance  of 
Waller,  by  Atwood.  \\  barton,  after  he  became  en- 
nobled, did  not  drop  the  son  of  his  old  friend,  [n 
liim,  durinj::  <li<'  short  time  be  lived,  Youn<;-  Ibund  a 
patron,  and  in  his  dissolute  descendant  a  friend  and 
a  companion.  The  marquis  died  in  April,  1715. 
In  the  bef^innintf  of  the  next  year  tiie  young  mar- 
quis set  out  upon  his  travels,  from  wliieli  be  returned 
in  about  a  twelvemonth.  The  beginning  of  1717 
carried  him  to  Ireland;  (where,  says  the  '  IJiogra- 
phia,')  'on  the  score  of  his  extraordinary  qualities, 
he  had  the  honour  done  him  of  being  admitted, 
though  under  age,  to  take  his  seat  in  the  House  of 
Lords.' 

"  \\  ilh  this  unhappy  character,  it  is  not  unlikely 
lliat  '^  oiing  Ment  to  Ireland.  I'rom  bis  Letter  to 
Iticbardson  on  'Original  Composition,'  it  is  clear  he 
was,  at  some  period  of  bis  life,  in  that  country. 
'I  remember,  (says  be,  in  that  letter,  speaking  of 
Swift)  as    I    and  others  were  taking  with   him    an 
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evcnins:  ^alk,  about  a  miic  out  of  Dublin,  lie  stop- 
ped short;  wc  passtii  on;  but  jKicciving  he  did  not 
follow  us,  I  went  back  and  Ibund  Iiim  fixed  as  a  sta- 
tue, and  earnestly  j^azino-  n|nvard  at  a  noble  elm, 
which  in  its  uppermost  branches  was  innch  withered 
and  decayed.  l'ointin<r  at  it,  he  said,  "  I  shall  be 
like  that  tree,  I  siiall  die  at  top."  '  Is  it  not  proba- 
ble, that  this  visit  to  Ireland  was  paid  when  he  had 
an  opportunity  of  going  thither  with  his  avowed 
friend  and  patron? 

"From  'I'he  linglislinian' it  aj)pears  that  a  tra- 
gedy by  Young  was  in  the  llieatre  so  early  as  1713. 
Yet  '  Busiris'  was  not  brongiif  upon  Drury  Lane 
stage,  till  1719.  It  was  inscrii)ed  to  the  Duke  of 
Newcastle,  '  because  the  laic  instances  he  had  re- 
ceived of  his  Grace's  undeserved  and  uncommoti 
favour,  in  an  allair  of  sonic  consequence,  foreign  to 
the  theatre,  had  taken  from  him  the  privilege  of 
choosing  a  i)atron.'  'I'he  Dedication  lie  afterwards 
suppressed. 

"  Husiris  was  followed  in  tiic  year  1721  by  'The 
Jtevenge.'  He  d((li(:atc<l  this  lamous  tragedy  to  the 
Duke  of  Wharton.  'Your  (irace,  (sa\s  tiie  Dedi- 
cation) has  been  pleased  to  make  joursclf  acces- 
sary to  the  lollowing  scenes,  nut  only  by  suggesting 
the  most  beautitid  incident  in  then),  but  by  making 
all  possible  provision  for  the  success  of  the  whole.' 

"  I'hal  his  grace  siioidd  have  suggested  the  inci- 
dent to  which  he  alludes,  whalcvcr  thiit  incident 
might  have  been,  is  not  unlikel\.  The  last  nienfal 
CM  rtion  of  the  supcraniinalcd  young  man,  in  his 
<|nar1crs  at  Leriila,  in  .S|iaiii,  was  some  scenes  of  a 
tragedy  on  the  story  of  Mar)   (^ucen  of  Scots. 

"  l)r>den  dedicated  '  Marriage  h  la  Mode*  to 
A\  harlun's  inlamons  relation  Mochcsler,  whom  lie 
a(kno«lrdgcs  not  onl\  as  the  dfrcnder  ol  his  poetry, 
but  as  the  proniolir  of  his  fortune.  "^  oiing  con- 
cludes his  address  to  Wharton  thus — '  My  present 
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foiiune  is  liis  bounty,  and  my  fiilnio  his  rare;  wliirli 
1  Mill  ventnie  to  say  will  ix-  al\va>s  icmcmhcrcil  to 
his  honour,  since  he,  I  know,  intended  his  generosity 
as  an  encouragement  to  merit,  thongli  tlirough  his 
very  pardonable  partiality  to  oni^  who  bears  him  so 
sincere  a  duty  and  respect,  I  happen  to  receive  the 
benefit  of  it.'  That  he  ever  had  such  a  patron  as 
Wharton,  Young  took  all  the  pains  in  his  power  to 
conceal  from  the  world,  by  e\(;luding  this  dedication 
from  his  works,  lie  should  have  remembered  that 
he  at  the  same  time  eoneealed  his  obligation  to 
Wharton  for  the  most  hiitiitifnl  iiicixlcnt  in  wliat  is 
surely  not  his  least  beautilnl  eoniposition.  The  pas- 
sage just  quoted  is,  in  a  poem  afterwards  addressed 
to  Walpole,  literally  copied  : 

Be  this  thy  partial  smile  from  censure  free  ! 
'Twas  meant  for  merit,  though  it  fell  on  me. 

"  While  Young,  who  in  his  '  Love  of  Fame,'  com- 
plains grievously  how  often  'dedications  wash  an 
jl'ithiop  white,'  was  painting  an  amiable  Duke  of 
Wharton  in  perishable  prose,  Poi)e  was,  perhaps, 
beginning  to  describe  the  '  scorn  and  wonder  of  liis 
days'  in  lasting  verse. 

"  To  the  patronage  of  such  a  character,  had  Young 
studied  men  as  much  as  l^)pe,  he  would  have  known 
bow  little  to  have  trusted.  Young,  however,  was 
certainly  indebted  to  it  lor  something  material;  and 
the  Duke's  regard  for  \ Oung,  added  to  his  '  lust  of 
praise,'  procured  to  All  Soul's  College  a  donation, 
which  was  not  forgotten  by  the  poet  when  he  dedi- 
cated '  The  Jlcvengc.' 

"  It  will  surprise  you  to  see  me  cite  second  of 
Atkins,  Case  l.'3fi.  Stiles  fcrfw*  the  Attorney-General, 
March  11,  1740,  as  authority  for  the  life  of  a  poet. 
But  biographers  do  not  always  find  such  certain 
guides  as  the  oaths  of  the  persons  whom  they  record. 
Chancellor  llardwickc  was  to  determine   whetlicr 
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two  annuities,  granted  by  the  Duke  of  Wharton  to 
Young,  were  for  legal  considerations.  One  was 
dated  the  24th  of  Marcli,  1719,  and  accounted  for 
his  grace's  l)ountyin  a  style  princely  and  commend- 
able, if  not  legal — '  considering  that  the  public  good 
is  advaiic(?d  by  the  encouragement  of  learning  and 
the  polite  arts,  and  being  pleased  tliereiu  with  the 
attempts  of  Dr.  Young,  in  consideration  thereof, 
and  of  the  love  I  bear  him,  &e.'  'I'he  other  was 
dated  the  10th  of  July,  17'2>. 

"  Young,  on  his  examination,  swore  that  he  (|uit- 
ted  the  Kxcter  family,  and  refused  an  annuity  of 
100/.  which  had  been  olfered  him  for  life  if  he  would 
continue  tutor  to  Lord  I'urleigh,  upon  the  pressing 
solicitations  of  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  and  his  grace's 
assurances  of  providing  for  him  in  a  much  more 
ampli-  manner.  It  also  ap|)eared  that  the  duke  had 
given  him  a  bond  lor  GOO/,  (latcd  the  lotii  of  March, 
1721,  in  consideration  of  his  taking  several  journeys, 
and  being  at  great  expenses,  in  order  to  be  chosen 
member  of  the  House  <tf  Commons,  at  the  duke's 
desire,  and  in  coiisidrratioii  of  his  not  taking  two 
livings  of  2(M)/.  and  400/.  in  the  gift  of  All  Souls  Col- 
lege, (jii  iiis  grace's  |)i<)mises  of  serving  and  advan- 
cing him  in  the  world. 

"  (){'  his  ad\entures  in  tiie  I'.xf  tcr  family  I  am 
unable  l<»  give  any  acc(uint.  'I'he  attempt  to  get 
ititr)  l\irliament  was  at  Cirencester,  \vh«!re  Young 
stood  a  eonleslrd  election,  ilis  grace  discovered  in 
him  fabnts  for  oratory  as  well  as  for  poetry.  Nor 
was  this  juflgment  wrong.  "\'ouiig,  after  he  took 
orders,  biM-ime  a  very  popular  pnachcr,  ami  was 
niucli  follr)wed  for  the  grace  and  animation  of  his 
delivery.  Uy  his  oratorical  fabnts  he  was  once  in 
his  life,  acceording  to  the  '  Hiographia,'  deserted. 
As  he  was  preaching  in  his  turn  at  St.  James's,  ho 
plainly  pereeived  it  was  out  of  his  pow  er  to  conunand 
tin;  attention  of  his  audience.     'I  his  so  allecled  tlio 

44.  c 
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feeling;s  of  the  preacher,  Ihat  he  sat  back  in  tlic  pnl- 
])it,  and  hnrst  into  tears.  But  \vc  must  pursue  his 
poetical  lile. 

"  In  1719  he  lamented  the  death  of  Addison,  in  a 
Letter  addressed  to  their  common  friend  Tickeil. 
For  tlie  secret  history  of  the  followinfj  lines,  if  they 
contain  any,  it  is  now  vain  to  seek  : 

In  joy  once  join'il,  in  sorrow,  now,  for  years — 
Partner  in  grief,  and  brotlier  of  my  tears, 
Tickeil,  accept  this  verse,  thy  mournful  due. 

"  From  your  account  of  Tickeil  it  appears  that 
he  and  Young  used  to  '  communicate  to  each 
other  whatever  verses  they  wrote,  even  to  the  least 
lhin<?s.' 

"  In  1719  appeared  a  '  Paraphrase  on  Part  of  the 
Book  of  Job.'  Parker,  to  wiioni  it  is  dedicated,  had 
not  long,  by  means  of  the  seals,  been  qualified  Inr  a 
patron.  Of  this  work  the  author's  opinion  may  be 
ktiown  from  his  Letter  to  Curll:  '  ^  on  seem,  in  the 
Colh'ction  you  projxjse,  to  iiave  omitted  what  I 
think  may  claim  tiie  lirst  place  in  it:  I  mean  "a 
Translation  from  Part  of  Job,"  printed  by  Mr. 'J"on- 
son.'  The  Dedication,  which  was  only  sufl'ercd  to 
ajtpear  in  Mr.  Tonsons  edition,  while  it  speaks  with 
satisfaction  of  his  present  retirement,  seems  to  make 
an  unusual  struggle  to  escaj)e  from  retirement.  liut 
every  one  who  sings  in  the  dark  does  not  sing  from 
joy.  It  is  addressed,  in  no  common  strain  of  flat- 
tery, to  a  chancellor  of  whom  he  clearly  aj)pears  to 
have  had  no  kind  of  knowledge. 

"  Of  his  Satires  ii  would  not  have  been  possible 
to  fix  the  dales  without  the  assistance  of  lirst  edi- 
tions, which,  as  you  had  occasion  to  observe  in  your 
account  of  Dry  den,  are  with  dillicully  found.  Wc 
must  then  have  referred  to  the  poems,  to  discover 
v\'hen  they  were  written.  I'or  these  internal  notes 
of  time  wc  should  not  have  referred  in   vain.    The 


THE  LIFE  OF  YOUNG.  19 

first  Satire  laments,  that  '  Guilt's  chief  foe  in  Addi- 
son is  fled.'     The  second,  addressing  himself,  asks, 

Is  thy  ambition  sweating  for  a  rhyme, 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late  time  ? 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

The  Satires  were  originally  puhlished  separately  in 
folio,  under  the  title  of  'The  Lniversal  Passion.' 
These  passages  fix  tlie  appearance  of  the  first  to 
about  1725,  the  time  at  wiiieh  it  came  out.  As 
Young  seldom  suffered  his  pen  to  dry,  after  he  had 
once  dipped  it  in  poetry,  we  may  conclude  that  he 
began  his  Satires  soon  alter  he  had  written  the 
'  Paraphrase  on  Job.'  'i'iie  last  Satire  was  certainly 
finished  in  tiie  beginning  of  the  year  1726.  In  De- 
cemJjir,  172.>,  tiic  king  in  his  passage  from  Ilelvoet- 
sluys,  escaped  wilii  great  dillieulty  from  a  storm  by 
landing  at  live  ;  and  the  conclusion  of  the  Satire 
turns  the  escape  into  a  miracle,  in  such  an  encomi- 
astic strain  of  compliment  as  Poetry  loo  often  seeks 
to  pay  to  Jioyaity. 

"  I'rom  the  sixth  of  these  poems  we  learn, 

Midst  empire's  charms,  how  Carolina's  lieart 
Glow'd  with  the  love  of  virtue  and  of  art  : 

since  the  grateful  poet  tells  us,  in  the  next  couplet, 

Her  favour  is  dilTused  to  tiiat  dejjree, 
Excess  of  goodness  !  it  has  dawn'd  on  mo. 

Her  majesty  had  stood  godmotiicr,  and  given  her 
name,  to  the  daughter  of  the  lady  whom  ^ Oung 
married  in  17.11  ;  ami  had  perhaps  shown  some  at- 
tention lo  Lail)   Elizabeths  luture  llU^I)and. 

"I'lie  filth  Satire, '  On  \\  <jm<ii,'  was  not  pul)li/-lied 
till  1727  ;  and  the  sixth  not  till  172H. 

"  T<i  these  I'oems,  when,  in  I72K,  he  g;itlier<il 
tlieni  into  one  |)ublication,  he  |)reli\ed  ;i  i'rcfsice  ;  in 
which  he  observ(;s,  that   '  no  man  can  converse  much 
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ill  the  world,  but  at  what  he  meets  with  he  must 
cither  be  insensible  or  '•rieve,  or  be  aii<;ry  or  smile. 
Now  to  smile  at  it,  and  turn  il  into  ridicule  (he  adds) 
I  tliink  most  cliji;il)!c,  as  it  hurts  ourselves  least,  and 
gives  Vice  and  I'olly  the  j^realest  oUVncc.  Lau};hin<^ 
at  the  misconduct  of  the  world  will,  in  a  f^ri.af  mea- 
sure, case  us  otany  mori;  disaf^rceablc  passion  about 
it.  One  passion  is  more  ctrcclnally  driven  out  by 
another  than  by  reason,  whatever  some  teach.'  So 
wrote,  a!id  so  of  course  thon>;ht,  tiie  lively  and  witty 
Satirist  at  the  f;rave  uj^c  of  almost  (iffy,  who,  many 
years  earlier  in  life,  wrote  the  '  Last  Day.'  After  all, 
Swift  pronounced  of  these  Satires,  that  they  should 
either  have  been  more  ansjry  or  more  merry. 

"Is  it  not  somewhat  singular  that  Noting  pre- 
served, without  any  i)allialion,  this  I'rcfacc,  so 
1)luntly  decisive  in  (avour  of  lau>^hin<^  at  the  world, 
in  the  san)c  collection  of  liis  works  which  contains 
tlie  mournful,  an>;ry,  j^loomy  'Night  'J'hoiights?' 

"At  the  conclusion  ol'llie  Preface  he  ap|)lies  Plato's 
beautiful  fable  of  the  '  Hirth  of  Love'  to  modern 
poetry,  with  tiie  addition,  '  that  Poetry,  like  Love, 
is  a  little  sui)jcct  to  blindness,  which  makes  her  mis- 
take her  way  to  preferments  and  honours  :  and  that 
she  retains  a  dutiful  admiration  of  h/r  father's  family; 
but  divides  her  favoius,  and  generally  lives  with  her 
mother's  relations.'  Poetry,  it  is  true,  did  not  lead 
Young  to  preferments  or  to  honours  ;  but  was  there 
not  something  like  blindness  in  the  (lattery  which  he 
sometimes  forced  her,  and  her  sister  Prose,  to  utter? 
She  was  always,  indeed,  taught  by  him  to  entertain  a 
most  dutiful  admiration  of  riches;  but  surely  Young, 
though  nearly  related  to  Poetry,  had  no  connexion 
with  her  whom  Plato  makes  the  mother  of  Love. 
That  be  could  not  well  complain  of  being  related  to 
Poverty  apjieais  clearly  from  the  frcfjuent  bounties 
which  his  gratitude  records,  and  from  the  wealth 
which  he  left  beliind  him.     By  'The  Universal  Pas- 
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sion'  he  acquired  no  vulgar  fortune,  more  tliau  three 
thousand  pounds.  A  cousiderable  sum  liad  aheady 
been  swallowed  up  in  the  South  Sea.  For  this  loss 
he  took  the  vengeance  of  an  author.  His  Muse 
makes  poetical  use  more  than  once  of  a  South  Sea 
Dream. 

"  It  is  related  by  -Air.  S|)encc,  in  his  INIaiiuscript 
Anecdotes,  on  the  authority  of  Air.  Kawlinson,  that 
Young,  upon  the  publication  of  his  '  Universal  Pas- 
sion,' received  from  the  Duke  of  Gralton  two  thou- 
sand pounds;  and  that,  when  ouc  of  his  friends  ex- 
claimed, '  'Iwo  thousand  pounds  for  a  poem  !'  he 
said  it  was  the  best  bargain  he  ever  made  in  his  life, 
for  the  poem  was  worth  four  thousaud. 

"This  story  may  bo  true;  but  it  seems  to  have 
been  raised  from  the  two  answers  of  Lord  Burleigii 
and  Sir  Pl)ilij)  Sidney,  iu  Spenser's  Life. 

"  After  inscribing  his  Satires,  not  perhaps  without 
the  hojjcs  of  preferments  an<l  Inuiours,  to  such  names 
as  the  Duke  of  Dors(;t,  Mr.  J)o(ldingtou,  Mr.  Spencer 
Con)j>ton,  Lady  J'^lizaiicth  (jeruiaine,  and  Sir  Robert 
A\  alj)ole,  he  returns  to  |)laiii  panegyric.  In  17'26  he 
addressed  a  poeui  lo  Sir  l{(jbert  Walpole,  of  which 
the  title  snflieienlly  exjdains  the  intention.  If  ^  oung 
must  be  ackno«  bdgcd  a  ready  (;elebrator,  he  did 
not  eud<a\onr,  or  did  not  choose,  to  be  a  lasting 
one.  'The  Instalment'  is  among  the  jjieces  he  did 
not  admit  inl(j  the  nuuibcr  of  his  (.rrtisahle  inili/igs. 
A  et  it  contains  a  couplet  wliicii  |)i('teuds  to  pant 
after  the  power  of  best(»wing  immortality: 

Oil!   how  I  loii;;,  fMkifi<lli>l  liv  llic  tlicine, 
In  (\vi-\>  fteriiil)-  lo  hiiinc  h  lli)  iiiiiiir  ! 

"  Tin-  boiint}  of  the  foinier  reign  seems  to  have 
been  continued,  |)ossibly  increased,  in  Ibis.  \\  hat- 
ever  it  might  have  l)een,  the  poet  thought  he  de- 
served it;  for  he  was  not  ashamed  to  acknowledge. 

<:2 
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what,  wiUioiit  his  acknowledgment,  wouhl  now  per- 
haps never  have  been  known  : 

My  breast,  O  Walpole,  glows  witli  pjratefal  fire. 
'I'lie  streams  of  royal  bounty  turn'd  by  lliee, 
Refresh  the  dry  domains  of  Poesy. 

If  the  purity  of  modem  patriotism  will  term  Young 
a  pensioner,  it  must  at  least  be  confessed  he  was  a 
grateful  one. 

"  i'lie  reign  of  the  new  monarch  was  ushered  in 
by  \  oung  with  'Ocean,  an  Ode.'  'I'he  hint  of  it  was 
taken  from  the  royal  speech,  which  recommended  the 
increase  and  the  encouragement  of  the  seamen;  that 
they  might  be  'invited,  rather  than  compelled  by 
force  and  violence,  to  enter  into  the  service  ol'  their 
country;'  a  jjlan  wiiich  humanity  must  lament  that 
policy  has  not  even  yet  been  al)le,  or  willing,  to  carry 
into  execution.  Prefixed  to  the  original  publication 
were  an  '  Ode  to  the  King,  Pater  I'atriae,'  and  an 
'Essay  on  Lyric  Poetry.'  It  is  but  justice  to  con- 
fess, that  he  preserved  neither  of  them  ;  and  that  the 
Ode  itself,  which  in  the  first  edition,  and  in  the  last, 
consists  of  seventy-three  stanzas,  in  the  author's 
own  edition  is  reduced  to  forty-nine.  Among  the 
omitted  passages  is  a  '  Wish,'  that  concluded  the 
poem,  wliich  few  would  have  suspected  Young  of 
forming  ;  and  of  which  few,  after  having  formed  it, 
would  confess  something  like  their  shatno  by  sup- 
pression. 

"  It  stood  originally  so  high  in  the  author's  opi- 
nion, that  he  intituled  the  poem,  'Ocean,  an  Ode. 
Concluding  with  a  Wish.'  This  wish  consists  of 
thirteen  stanzas.     The  first  runs  thus : 

()  may  I  steal 

Alon^  the  vale 
Of  humble  life,  secure  from  foes! 

My  friend  sincere, 

My  ju<lgment  clear, 
And  gentle  business  my  repose  ! 
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"The  three  last  stanzas  are  not  more  remarkable 
for  just  rhymes:  but,  altotrother,  they  will  make 
rather  a  curious  page  in  the  lil'e  of  Young: 

Prophetic  scheraes. 

And  golden  dreams, 
May  I,  unsanguine,  cast  away! 

Have  what  I  have 

And  live,  not  leave, 
Enaniour'd  of  the  present  day  ! 

My  hours  my  own  ! 

My  faults  unknown  ! 
My  chief  revenue  in  content ! 

Then  leave  one  beam 

Of  honest  fame! 
And  scorn  the  labour'd  monument  ! 

Unhurt  my  urn 

Till  that  great  TURN 
When  mighty  Nature's  self  shall  die. 

Time  cease  to  ^lide, 

With  human  pride, 
Sank  in  the  ocean  of  eternity  ! 

It  is  Mhimsical  that  he,  who  was  soon  to  bid  adieu 
to  rhyme,  should  li\  u|)on  a  measure  in  which  rhyme 
abounds  even  to  satiety.  Of  this  he  said,  in  his 
'  J^ssay  on  Lyric  poetry,'  prefixed  to  the  poem — 
'  I'or  the  more  hnnnoiiji  likewise  1  chose  the  fre- 
quent return  of  rh)ine,  wiiich  laid  me  under  great 
dilliciilties.  Hut  difliculli(;s  overcome,  give  grace 
and  [jUasure.  Nf)r  can  I  aciMJiint  for  the  pleasure  of 
rlujme  in  (^■enera^(^}i  \\\m\\  the  moderns  are  too  fond) 
but  from  this  trulh.'  Yet  the  moderns  sinely  de- 
serve not  much  censure  for  their  fondness  of  what, 
by  their  r)wn  confession,  alfords  |)l('asure,  and  abounds 
ill  harmony. 

"  I'lie  next  jiaragrajdi  in  bis  I'.ssay  did  not  ortcur 
lo  him  when  he  talked  ot  '  that  great  turn'  in  the 
stanza  just  (|uoted.  '  Hut  then  the  writer  must  take 
care   that   the  difficulty   is  overcome.     That   is,  he 
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must  make  rliyiiu!  runsist  with  as  perfect  sense  and 
expression,  as  conid  be  cxpceted  if  he  was  perfectly 
free  from  lliat  shackle.' 

"  Aiiollicr  part  of  this  Essay  will  convict  the  fol- 
lowing stanza  of,  what  every  reader  will  discover  in 
it,  '  involnntary  burlescjue :' 

Tlie  nortlicrn  blast, 

The  sliiittui'd  mast, 
The  syrt;  the  \vhirl|)ool,  ami  the  rock. 

The  breaking  spoat, 

The  stars  i/oiie  out, 
The  boiling  stieigiit,  the  monster's  shock. 

"  But  would  the  iMiglish  poets  fill  quite  so  many 
volumes,  if  all  their  productions  were  to  be  tried, 
like  this,  by  an  elaborate  essay  on  each  j)articular 
species  of  poetry  of  which  they  exhibit  si)ecimens? 

"  If  Young  be  not  a  lyric  poet,  he  is  at  least  a 
critic  in  that  sort  of  poetry;  and,  if  his  lyric  poetry 
can  be  proved  bad,  it  was  first  proved  so  by  his  own 
criticism.     This  surely  is  candid. 

"Milbourne  was  styled  by  Pope  'the  fairest  of 
critics,'  oidy  because  he  exhibited  his  own  version 
of  Virgil  to  be  compared  with  Dryden's  which  he 
condemned,  and  with  which  every  reader  had  it  not 
otherwise  in  his  power  to  compare  it.  Young  was 
surely  not  the  most  unfair  of  poets  for  prclixing  to  a 
lyric  composition  an  Kssay  on  Lyric  Poetry,  so  just 
and  impartial  as  to  condemn  himself. 

"  We  shall  soon  come  to  a  work,  before  which  we 
find  indeed  no  critical  essay,  but  which  disdains  to 
shrink  from  the  touchstone  of  the  severest  critic  ;  and 
which  certainly,  as  I  remember  to  have  heard  you 
say,  'if  it  contain  some  of  the  worst,  contains  also 
some  of  the  best  things  in  the  language.' 

"  Soon  after  the  appearance  of  'Ocean,'  when  he 
was  almost  fifty.  Young  entered  into  orders.  In 
April,  1728,  not  long  after  he  had  put  on  the  gown, 
lie  was  appointed  chaplain  to  George  the  Second. 
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"  The  tragedy  of  '  The  Brothers,'  which  was  al- 
ready in  reiiearsal,  he  immediately  withdrew  from 
the  stage.  The  managers  resigned  it  with  some  re- 
luctance to  the  delicacy  of  the  new  clergyman.  The 
Epilogue  to  '  The  Brotiiers,'  the  only  aj'^pcndages  to 
any  of  his  three  plays  which  he  added  himself,  is,  I 
believe,  the  only  one  of  the  kind.  He  culls  it  an 
historical  Epilogue.  Finding  that  'Guilt's  dreadful 
close  his  narrow  scene  denied,'  he,  in  a  manner, 
continues  the  tragedy  in  the  I'^pilogue,  and  relates 
how  Rome  revenged  the  shade  of  Demetrius,  and 
punished  Perseus  '  for  this  night's  deed.' 

"  Of  Young's  taking  orders  something  is  told  by 
the  biographer  of  Pope,  which  places  the  easiness 
and  simplicity  of  the  poet  in  a  singular  light.  AV  hen 
he  determined  on  the  Church,  lie  did  not  address 
himself  to  Sherlock,  to  Atterbury,  or  to  Hare,  for 
the  best  instructions  in  Theology  ;  but  to  I'ope,  who, 
in  a  youlhful  frolic,  advised  the  diligent  j)erusal  of 
Thomas  Arpiinas.  \\  itli  this  treasure  ^'oung  retired 
from  interruption  to  an  obscure  place  in  the  suburbs. 
His  |)0(tical  guide  to  godliness  hearing  nothing  of 
him  during  half  a  year,  and  apprehending  he  might 
have  cariicd  the  jest  too  lar,  sought  after  him,  and 
found  him  just  in  time;  to  prevent  wh.il  itiillliead 
calls  '  an  !rr<trie\ablc  derang<ment.' 

'*  That  attachment  to  his  favourit<i  study,  which 
made  him  think  a  poet  the  surest  guide  to  his  new 
profession,  left  him  little  dunl)t  whether  poetry  was 
the  surest  ()ath  to  its  honours  and  |ireferments.  Not 
long  indeed  alter  he  took  orders,  he  jiublished  in 
prose,  17*2K,  'A  true  llstimate  of  Human  Life,'  de- 
dicated, notM  ithslanding  the  lialin  (piotations  with 
which  it  abounds,  to  the  (pieeu ;  and  a  sermon 
pnachrd  before  tin;  House  of  Commons,  \7'2'.),  on 
the  martyrdom  of  King  Charles,  intituled,  'An  Ajio- 
logy  for  I'riiK-es,  or  the  H<:verence  due  to  (Govern- 
ment.'     iiut  the  'Second  Course,'  the  counterpart 
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of  his  'Estimate/  without  which  it  cannot  be  called 
'  A  true  Estimate,'  tlioiij^h  in  1728  it  was  announced 
as  'soon  to  be  pnbiisiiecl,'  never  appeared  ;  and  his 
old  friends  the  Muses  were  not  forgotten.  In  1730 
he  relapsed  to  poetry,  and  sent  into  the  world  '  Im- 
pcrinni  J'elasji ;  a  Naval  Lyric,  written  in  imitation 
of  Pindar's  Spirit,  occasioned  by  his  INJajesty's  Re- 
turn from  Hanover,  September,  1721),  and  the  suc- 
ceedin<;-  I'eaee.'  It  is  inscribed  to  tlie  Duke  of  Chan- 
dos.  In  the  Preface  we  are  told,  that  the  Ode  is  the 
most  spirited  kind  of  I'oetry,  and  that  the  Pindaric  is 
the  most  spirited  kind  of  Ode.  "I'his  I  speak,  (he 
addsj  with  sullicient  candour,  at  my  own  very 
great  peril.  liut  truth  has  an  eternal  title  to  our 
confession,  though  we  are  sure  to  suffer  by  it.'  Be- 
hold, again,  the  fairest  of  poets.  Y  oung's  '  Impe- 
riuni  I'clagi'  was  ridiculed  in  Fielding's  *  Tom 
Thumb  ;'  but,  let  us  not  forget  that  it  was  one  of  his 
pieces  which  the  author  of  the  '  Night  Thoughts' 
deliberately  refused  to  own. 

"  Not  long  afler  this  Pindaric  attempt,  he  pub- 
lished two  i^pistles  to  Pope,  'Concerning  the  Au- 
thors of  (he  Age,'  17;}(>.  Of  these  poems  one  occasion 
seems  to  have  been  an  apprehension  lest,  from  the 
liveliness  of  his  satires,  he  siiould  not  be  deemed 
sulliciently  serious  fcjr  promotion  in  the  Church. 

"  In  .July,  1730,  he  was  j)resented  by  his  College  to 
the  rectory  of  Welwyn,in  Jlertfordshire.  In  May, 
1731,  he  married  Lady  Elizabeth  Jjce,  daughter  of 
the  Earl  of  ijiehtield,  and  widow  of  ('olonel  Lee. 
His  connexion  with  (his  lady  arose  from  his  father's 
acquaintance,  already  mentioned,  with  Lady  Anne 
\Vhar(on,  who  was  coheiress  of  Sir  Henry  Lee,  of 
JJitehley,  iji  Oxfordshire.  Poetry  had  lately  been 
taught  by  Addison  to  aspire  to  the  arms  of  nobility, 
though  not  with  extraordinary  happiness. 

"  We  may  naturally  conclude  that  Young  now 
gave  himself  up  in  some  measure  to  the  conilbrts  of 
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his  new  connexion,  and  to  the  expectations  of  that 
preferment  wiiicli  lie  thought  due  to  his  poetical  ta- 
lents, or,  at  least,  to  the  manner  in  wliich  they  iiad 
so  frequently  been  exerted. 

"  The  next  production  of  his  Muse  was  '  Tiie  Sea- 
piece,'  in  two  odes. 

"  Young  enjoys  the  credit  of  what  is  called  an  '  Ex- 
tempore Epigram  on  Voltaire  ;'  who,  when  he  was 
in  England,  ridiculed,  in  the  company  of  the  jealous 
English  poet,  Milton's  allegory  of  Sin  and  Death — 

YoQ  are  so  witty,  profligate,  and  thin, 

At  once  we  think  thee  Milton,  Death,  and  Sin. 

From  the  following  passage  in  the  poetical  dedi- 
cation of  his  '  Sea-i)iecc'  to  Voltaire,  it  seems  that 
this  extemporaneous  reproof,  if  it  must  he  extem- 
poraneous, (for  what  few  will  now  allirni  Voltaire  to 
have  deserved  any  reproof?)  was  something  longer 
than  a  disticrh,  and  something  more  gentle  than  the 
distich  just  cjuoted. 

No  stranger,  sir,  though  born  in  foreign  climes. 
On  Dorset  downs,  wlien  iMilton's  page 
With  Sin  and  Death  provoked  tliy  rage, 

Thy  rajje  provoked,  who  sooth'd  \\\ll\  yenlle  rhymes? 

I5v  'Dorset  Itown^'  he  prohahly  meant  Mr.  Dr)- 
liiiigton's  seat.  In  I'itl's  I'oems  is  '  An  Epistle  to 
IM.  lidward  'k  oung,  at  JLasthnry,  in  Dorsetshire,  on 
the  Itevicw  at  Sarum,  1722.' 

While  with  your  Dodington  retired  to  sit, 
Chann'd  with  his  flowing  Burgundy  and  wit,  &c. 

"  Thomson,  in  his  'Autumn,'  addressing  Mr.  Do- 
dington, calls  his  seat  the  seat  of  the  Muses, 

Where,  in  the  »<.cret  bower  and  winding  walk, 
For  virtuouH  Young  and  thiv  they  twine  the  bay. 

The  praisrs  Thomson  hesloxss  hut  a  lew  lines  he- 
forc  on  I'hilips,  the  second 
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WIio  nobly  durst,  in  rlijme-unfetter'd  verse, 
With  British  freedom  sinjr  the  British  song, 

added  to  Thomson's  example  and  success,  might 
perhaps  induce  ^'onn<^•,  as  we  shall  see  presently,  to 
write  his  j^rcat  Mork  without  rhjme. 

"  In  1734  he  pnhlisliod  '  The  Forei<!;n  Address  ;  or, 
The  best  Ari^ument  for  Peace,  occasioned  by  the 
liritish  Fleet  and  the  PosIuk;  of  Affairs.  Written  in 
the  Character  of  a  Sailor.'  It  is  not  to  be  found  in 
the  author's  foin-  volumes. 

"  lie  now  a[)pears  to  have  <^iven  up  all  hopes  of 
overtaking'  Pindar,  and  i)erhaps  at  last  resolved  to 
turn  his  ambition  to  some  ori<i;inal  species  of  poetry. 
This  poem  coneliides  with  a  formal  farewell  to  Ode, 
which  few  of  Young's  readers  will  regret: 

My  shell,  which  Clio  i^ave,  which  kings  applaud. 
Which  Europe's  bleeding  Genius  call'd  abroad, 
Adieu  ! 

In  a  species  of  poetry  altogether  his  own,  he  next 
tried  his  skill,  and  succeeded. 

"  Of  his  wife  he  was  deprived  in  1741.  Lady  Illi- 
zabeth  had  lost,  after  her  marriage  with  Young,  au 
amiable  daughter,  by  her  former  husband,  just  after 
she  was  married  to  Air.  Temple,  son  of  Lord  Pal- 
mcrston.  Mr.  Temple  did  not  long  remain  after  his 
wife,  though  he  was  married  a  second  time,  to  a 
daughter  of  Sir  .John  IJarnard's,  whose  son  is  the 
present  peer.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Temple  have  generally 
been  considered  as  Philander  and  Narcissa.  From 
the  great  friendship  which  constantly  subsisted  be- 
tween Mr.  Temple  and  ^  oiing,  as  well  as  from  other 
circumstances,  it  is  probable  that  the  poet  had  both 
him  and  Mrs.  Temple  in  view  for  these  characters; 
though  at  the  same  time  some  passages  respecting 
Philander  do  not  ap[)ear  to  suit  cither  Mr.  Temple 
or  any  other  person  with  whom  ^  oung  was  known 
to  be  connected  or  acquainted,  while  all  the  circum- 
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stances  relating  to  Narcissa   liave  been  constantly 
futincl  applical)le  to  Yonng:'s  dauEfhter-in-iaw. 

"  At  what  sliort  intervals  tlie  jxtet  tells  us  he  was 
wounded  hy  the  deaths  of  the  three  persons  parti- 
cularly lamented,  none  that  has  read  the  '  Night 
Thoughts'  (and  who  has  not  read  tiiem?)  needs  to 
be  iuforiued. 

Insatiate  Arclier  !  could  not  one  suffice  ? 

Thy  shaft  tlew  thrice  ;  and  tiirice  ray  peace  was  slain  ; 

And  thrice,  ere  thrice  yon  moon  iiiid  tiil'd  her  horn. 

"  Yet  how  is  it  possible  that  Air.  and  Mrs.  Temple 
and  Lady  Elizabeth  Young  could  be  these  three 
victims,  over  whom  Young  has  hitherto  been  pitied 
for  having  to  pour  the  '  Midnight  Sorrows'  of  his 
religious  poetry;  Mrs.  Temple  died  in  1736;  Mr. 
Temple  lour  jears  afterwards,  in  1740;  and  the 
poet's  wife  seven  months  after  Mr.  Temple,  in  1741. 
How  could  the  insatiate  Archer  thrice  slay  his  j)eace, 
in  tlicse  three  persons,  '  ere  thrice  the  moon  had 
(ill'd  her  horn  .'' 

"  I>ul  in  the  short  I'reface  to  'The  Complaint'  he 
seriously  tells  us,  '  that  the  occasion  of  this  poem 
was  real,  not  licfitious  ;  and  that  the  tacts  mentioned 
did  naturally  pour  these  moral  reflections  on  the 
thought  of  the  writer.'  It  is  probable,  therefore, 
that  in  these  three  contradictory  lines,  the  |)oet  com- 
plains more  tiian  the  tuther-iti-law,  the  friend,  or  the 
widower. 

"  W  hatevcr  names  belong  (o  these  facts,  or,  if  the 
names  be  those  generally  snjtposcd,  wliat<;ver  In-iglit- 
ening  a  j)oet's  sorrow  may  lia\c  given  the  facts;  to 
the  sorrow  V Oung  fell  from  Ihrm,  religion  and  mo- 
rality are  indebted  for  the  '  .Night  Thoughts.'  'i'licro 
is  a  pleasure  sure  in  sadness  which  mourners  only 
know  ! 

"  Of  these  poems  the  two  or  three  first  have  been 
perused  jxriiaps  more  eagerly  and  more  fr((|uently 

4t.  II 
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tli;in  <lic  rest.  When  lie  j^ot  as  far  as  llio  foiirlh  or 
Urtli,  his  original  molivi;  for  laking  up  llir  [xii  was 
answered  ;  liis  i!;ri(  f  was  naliiraily  cillier  diniinislied 
or  exhansfed.  We  still  find  tlio  sanu'  j)ious  poet; 
but  we  liear  less  of  I'iiilander  and  iNareissa,  and  less 
of  tlie  mourner  w  lioni  we  loved  to  pity. 

"  iMrs.  Temple  died  oi'  a  consumption  at  Lyons, 
in  lierway  to  Nice,  tlic  year  after  iier  marriaf;e;  that 
is,  when  poetry  relates  the  fact,  'in  her  hridal  hour.' 
It  is  more  than  jxxtieally  true,  that  Yonng  accom- 
panied her  to  tiie  continent: 

I  (lew  ,  I  snatcli'il  lier  from  tlie  rigid  North, 
And  bore  lier  nearer  to  the  Sun. 

IJiit  in  vain.  Her  fnneral  was  attended  witli  the 
dillicidties  painted  in  such  animated  colours  in 
*  Night  the  Third.'  After  her  death,  the  remainder 
of  the  party  passed  the  ensuing  winter  at  Nice. 

"  'I'he  poet  seems  perhaps  in  these  compositions 
to  dwell  with  more  melancholy  on  the  deatli  of  Phi- 
lander and  Nareissa,  than  of  his  w  ife.  IJut  it  is  only 
for  this  reason — He  who  runs  and  reads  may  remem- 
ber, that,  in  the  '  Night  thoughts,'  Philander  and 
Nareissa  are  often  mentioned  and  often  lamented. 
To  recollect  lamentations  over  the  author's  wife,  the 
memory  must  have  been  charged  with  distinct  pas- 
sages. This  lady  brcinght  him  one  child,  Frederic, 
now  living,  to  whom  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  god- 
father. 

"  That  domestic  grief  is,  in  the  first  instance,  to 
be  thanked  for  these  ornaments  to  our  language,  it 
is  impossible  to  deny.  Nor  would  it  be  common 
hardiness  to  contend,  that  worldly  discontent  had  no 
hand  in  these  joint  productions  of  poetry  and  i)iety. 
Yet  am  I  by  no  means  sure  that,  at  any  rate,  we 
should  not  have  had  something  of  the  same  colour 
from  Youngs  pencil,  notwithstanding  the  liveliness 
of  his  satires.    In  so  long  a  life,  causes  for  discontent 
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and  occasions  for  grief  must  have  occurred.  It  is 
not  clear  to  me  that  his  Muse  was  not  sitlitig  upon 
the  watch  for  the  first  which  happened.  'Night 
Tbougiits'  were  not  uncommon  to  her,  even  wbeu 
first  she  visited  the  poet,  and  at  a  time  when  he 
himself  was  remarkahle  noil  her  for  gravity  nor 
gloominess.  In  his  '  Last  Day,'  almost  his  earliest 
poem,  he  calls  her  '  The  Melancholy  Maid,' 

whom  dismal  sceues  delight, 


Frequent  at  tombs  and  in  the  realms  of  Night. 

Ill  the  prayer  which  concludes  the  second  book,  of 
the  same  poem,  he  says — 

—Oh  !  j>ermit  the  gloom  of  solemn  night 
To  sacred  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
Oh!   how  divine  to  tread  the  milky  way, 
To  the  bright  palace  of  Eternal  Day  ! 

"  When  ^'ouiig  was  writing  a  tragedy,  (Jrafton  is 
said  by  Sj)eiii;e  to  have  sent  hiin  a  human  skull,  with 
a  candle  in  it,  as  a  lamp  ;  and  tln'  poet  is  re|)orted 
to  have  used  it. 

"  What  he  calls  'The  true  Mslimate  of  Human 
Life,'  which  has  already  been  incnticmed,  exhibits 
onl\  tiie  wrong  side  (»l  the  tapestry;  and,  being  asked 
why  he  did  not  show  the  riglit,  lie  is  said  to  lia\e  re- 
plied, that  he  eonld  ikiI.  I»y  others  it  has  been  told 
me  that  this  was  (iiii>hed  ;  but  that,  before  there 
(■\i>ted  any  cop>,  it  was  tdiii  in  pieces  by  a  lady's 
monkey. 

"  .Still,  is  it  allog<th(  r  l;iir  to  drr>s  up  the  po(d  for 
the  man,  and  to  bring  the  gloominess  of  the  '  Night 
Thoughts'  to  prove  the  gloominess  of  idling,  and 
to  show  that  Ins  genius,  like  the  genius  of  Swill, 
was  ill  some  measine  llie  miII<  ii  iii.^piralion  of  dis- 
content .' 

"  i'rom  them  who  answer  in  the  allirmalive  it 
should  not   be  eoiieealed,   that,   though  '  Iiivisibilia 
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Hon  decipiunt'  appeared  upon  a  deception  in  Young's 
{jronnds,  and  '  Anihiilantes  in  lioi  to  aiidiurnnt  vocem 
Dei'  on  a  Ijiiilding  in  Iiis  f;aitien,  liis  parish  was 
indebted  to  the  Rood  iininoiM-  of  tlic  author  of  the 
'  Night  Thoughts'  lor  an  assembly  and  a  bowling- 
green. 

"  Wlictlier  yon  think  witli  me,  I  know  not;  but 
the  fanions  '  Do  mortuis  nil  nisi  bonum'  always  ap- 
peared to  nie  to  savour  more  of  female  weakness 
than  of  manly  reason.  Jle  tiiat  has  too  much  feel- 
ing to  speak  ill  of  the  dead,  who,  if  they  cannot  de- 
fend themselves,  are  at  leasl  ignorant  of  his  abuse, 
will  not  hesitate  by  the  most  wanton  calumny  to  de- 
stroy the  quiet,  the  reputation,  the  fortune,  of  liie 
living.  Yet  censure  is  not  heard  beneath  the  tomb, 
any  more  than  praise.  '  De  mortuis  nil  nisi  verutn 
— De  vivis  nil  nisi  bonum' — wouhl  approach  mucli 
nearer  to  good  sense.  After  ail,  tiie  few  handfuls  of 
remaining  dust  which  once  composed  the  body  of 
the  author  of  the  '  Night  Thougiits'  feel  not  much 
concern  whether  Young  pass  now  for  a  man  of  sor- 
row, or  ibr  a  '  fellow  of  infinite  jest.'  To  this  fa- 
vour must  come  the  whole  family  of  Yorick.  His 
immortal  part,  wherever  that  now  dwells,  is  still  less 
solicitous  on  this  head. 

"  But  to  a  son  of  worth  and  sensibility  it  is  of  some 
little  consequence  whether  contemporaries  believe, 
and  posterity  be  taught  to  believe,  that  his  debauched 
and  reprobate  life  cast  a  Stygian  gloom  over  the 
evening  of  his  father's  days,  saved  him  the  trouble 
of  feigning  a  character  completely  d«;testable,  and 
succeeded  at  last  in  bringing  his  '  grey  hairs  with 
sorrow  to  the  grave.' 

"The  humanity  of  the  world,  little  salistied  with 
inventing  perhaps  a  melancholy  dis|)Osition  for  the 
father,  proceeds  next  to  invent  an  argument  in  sup- 
port of  their  invention,  and  chooses  that  Lorenzo 
should  be  Young's  own  sou.    The  '  Biographia/  and 
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every  account  ol"^  oung  prettj-  rouiully  assert  this  to 
Ijc  the  fact;  of  the  absolute  impossibility  of  wliich 
the  '  Bioj^rapliia'  itself,  in  particular  dates,  contains 
undeniable  evidence.  Readers  I  know  there  are  of 
a  strange  turn  of  mind,  who  will  hereafter  peruse  the 
'  Night  Thouiilifs'  with  less  satisfaction;  who  will 
wish  tliey  had  slill  been  deceived;  who  will  (piarrel 
\v\\h  me  for  discovering  that  no  such  character  as 
their  Lorenzo  ever  yet  disgraced  human  nalure,  or 
broke  a  father's  heart.  Yet  would  these  admirers  of 
the  sublime  and  terrible  be  ollended,  should  you  set 
them  down  lur  cruel  and  for  savage. 

"  Of  this  report,  inhuman  to  the  surviving  son,  if 
it  be  true,  in  proportion  as  the  character  of  Lorcjizo 
is  diabolical,  where  arc  we  to  lind  the  proof?  Per- 
haps it  is  clear  from  the  jjoems. 

"  From  the  lirst  line  to  the  last  of  the  '  Night 
Thoughts,'  no  one  expression  can  be  discovered 
which  betrays  any  thing  like  the  father.  In  the 
'  Second  Night'  1  find  an  ex|)rcssi()n  which  betrays 
something  else  ;  that  Lorenzo  was  his  friend  ;  one,  it 
is  i)0ssible,  of  his  former  companions  ;  one  of  (he 
Duke  of  \N  harlon's  set.  The  I'oet  st\les  him  '  gay 
friend;'  an  appellation  not  very  natural  from  a  pious 
incensed  lather  to  such  a  being  as  he  paints  liorcnzo, 
and  that  being  his  son. 

"  IJut  let  us  see  how  he  has  sketched  this  dreadful 
portrait,  from  the  sight  of  some  of  whose  leatures 
the  artist  himself  must  have  tinned  away  with  hor- 
ror. A  subject  more  shocking,  if  his  only  child 
reall}  sat  to  him,  than  the  (iu(ili\ion  of  Michael 
Angcio;  upon  the  horrirl  story  told  of  which,  ^  ouiig 
composed  a  short  poem  of  Innrlcen  lines  in  the  early 
|>art  of  his  life,  which  he  did  nut  think  deserved  to 
be  republished. 

"  III  the  '  lirsl  Night,'  tin-  aihlress  to  the  I'oct's 
supposed  son  is, 

Lorcii/.n,   FoiUiiiu  niukcii  her  court  to  llici-. 
1)2 
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**  III  llic  '  I'irth  Ni-,Hit'— 

And  burns  Lorenzo  still  for  the  sublime 
Of  life  P  to  bang  tbis  airy  nest  on  bigh  ? 

"  Is  this  a  picture  of  tlio  son  of  the  rector  of 
Wolwyn? 
'  Eighth  Night'— 

In  foreign  realms  (for  Ibou  hast  travell'd  far) — 

which  even  now  docs  not  a|)ply  to  his  son. 
"  In  '  Niglit  I'ivc' — 

So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  Clarissa's  fate  ; 

Who  gave  that  angel-boy  on  whom  he  dotes  ; 

And  died  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  bis  birth  ! 

At  the  beginning  of  the  '  Fifth  Night'  we  find- 
Lorenzo,  to  recriminate  is  just, 
I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praise. 

"  Bnt,  to  cnt  short  all  inquiry,  if  any  one  of  these 
passages,  if  any  passage  in  the  |)oeins,  be  applica- 
ble, my  friend  shall  pass  lor  Lorenzo.  The  son  of  the 
author  of  the  '  Night 'Jlionghls'  was  not  old  enough, 
when  tliey  were  written,  to  recriminate,  or  to  be  a 
father.'  The  '  Night  Tlionglils'  were  begun  imme- 
diately after  the  monrnlnl  event  of  1741.  The  First 
Nights  appear,  in  the  books  of  the  t'ompany  of  Sta- 
tioners, as  the  property  of  Kobcrt  Dodsley,  in  1742. 
The  preface  to  '  Niglit  Seven  '  is  dated  July  the  7th, 
1744.  The  marriage,  in  eoiise(picnce  of  which  the 
supposed  Lorenzo  was  born,  happened  in  May,  17.'J1. 
Young's  child  was  not  born  till  June,  1733.  In  1741 
this  Lorenzo,  this  finished  infidel,  this  fatlier  to  whose 
education  vice  had  for  some  years  put  the  last  hand, 
was  only  eight  years  old. 

"An  anecdote  of  this  cruel  sort,  so  open  to  contra- 
diction, so  ini|)Ossible  to  be  true,  who  could  projia- 
gate?  Thus  easily  are  blasted  the  reputations  of  the 
living  and  of  the  dead. 
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"  Who,  then,  Mas  Lorenzo?  exclaim  tlie  readers  I 
ha\e  mentioned.  If  we  cannot  be  sure  that  he  was 
his  son,  which  would  have  hcen  finely  terrible,  was 
he  not  his  nephew,  his  cousin  ? 

"These  are  <|nes1ions  uhich  I  do  not  pretend  to 
answer.  For  the  sake  of  human  nature,  I  could 
wish  Lorenzo  to  have  been  only  the  creation  of  the 
I'oet's  fancy:  like  the  Quintus  of  Anti  Lucrciius, 
'  quo  nomine,  (says  Polignac)  quemvis  Atheunj  in- 
tcllij^e.'  That  this  was  the  case,  many  expressions  in 
the  '  Nij^ht  'J'houj;lits '  would  seem  to  prove,  did  not 
a  passage  in  '  Ni<fht  Eifj^ht'  appear  to  show  that  he 
liad  sometliinj;  in  his  eye  for  the  "groundwork  at  least 
of  the  paintinj?.  Lovelace  or  Lorenzo  may  be  feij:jned 
characters;  but  a  writer  does  not  feign  a  name  of 
which  he  only  gives  the  initial  letter; 

Tell  not  Calista.     She  will  laiigli  tliee  dead, 
Or  seud  thee  to  her  hermilage  with  Ij . 

"The  '  Biographia,'  not  satisfied  with  pointing  out 
llie  son  of  Young,  in  that  son's  life-time,  as  liis  fa- 
ther's Lorenzo,  travels  out  of  its  way  into  tlie  history 
ot  the  son,  and  Iclls  of  his  having  been  foi bidden 
his  college  at  Oxford  for  misbchavifiur.  How  such 
anecdotes,  were  Ihcy  true,  tend  (o  illustrate  (he  life 
of  Young,  it  is  not  easy  to  <liscovcr.  Was  the  son 
of  the  author  of  the  '  Night  Thoughts,'  indeed,  fbr- 
l)iddcri  liis  college  for  a  lime,  at  one  of  the  L'tiiver- 
8iti<s;  The  author  of  '  I'aradise  Lost'  is  by  some 
supposed  to  have  bc(  n  di''graccfully  ejected  from  the 
other.  J'rom  juviiiilc  lollirs  who  is  free.'  Hut,  what- 
ever the  '  Hiographia  '  choos(;s  to  relate,  the  son  of 
\  oung  e\|ierienied  no  dismission  from  his  college, 
either  lasting  or  lem|)orary. 

"  ^'et,  were  nature  tr)  indulge;  him  with  a  second 
)outh,  and  to  lca\e  him  :it  the  same  time  the  expe- 
rience of  that  which  is  past,  he  would  probably 
spend    it   diflerently — who   would    not  ? — he    would 
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certainly  be  tiic  occasion  of  less  uneasiness  to  his 
lather.  IJiif,  Ironi  Iht;  same  experience,  he  would  as 
certainly,  in  liic  same  case,  be  treated  dill'crently  by 
iiis  falher. 

"  Younj;-  was  a  poet :  poets,  with  reverence  be  it 
spoken,  do  not  ujakc  the  best  parents.  Fancy  and 
imaj;inalion  seldom  d(M<:^n  to  sto()|)  I'roni  their  heiglits  ; 
always  stooj)  imwillini^ly  to  the  low  level  oi'coramoa 
duties.  Aiool  lioni  vnli^ar  life,  they  pursue  their  rapid 
flij^ht  beyond  tlie  ken  of  mortals,  and  descend  not  to 
earth  but  when  compelled  by  necessity.  The  prose 
of  ordinary  occurrences  is  beneath  the  dignity  of 
poets. 

"  He  wlio  is  connected  with  the  author  of  the 
'  Night  Thon<:fhts,'  only  by  veneration  for  the  Poet 
and  the  Christian,  may  be  allowed  to  observe,  that 
Younj;'  is  one  of  those,  concerning  whom,  as  you 
remark  in  your  account  of  A<ldison,  it  is  proper 
rather  to  say,  '  nothing  that  is  (also  than  all  that  is 
true.' 

"  But  the  son  of  Young  would  almost  sooner,  I 
know,  pass  for  a  Lorenzo,  than  see  himself  vindi- 
cated, at  the  expense  of  his  father's  memory,  from 
follies  which,  if  it  may  be  thought  blameable  in  a 
boy  to  have  commit  led  them,  it  is  surely  praise- 
worthy in  a  man  to  lament,  and  certainly  not  only 
unnecessary  but  crncl  in  a  biographer  to  record. 

"  Of  the  '  Night  'I'lioiiglits,'  notwithstanding  their 
author's  ])rofcsscd  retirement,  all  are  inscrihed  to 
great  or  to  growing  names.  iJe  had  not  yet  weaned 
himself  from  earls  and  dukes,  from  the  s|)eakers 
of  the  house  of  commons,  lords  commissioners  of 
the  treasury,  and  ciiancellors  of  the  exchequer. 
In  'Night  Eight'  the  politician  plainly  betrays  him- 
self— 

Think  no  post  needful  tliat  (lenmnds  a  knave  : 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  shifting  hands, 
So  P thought :  think  belter  if  you  can. 
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Yet  it  must  be  confessed,  tlnit  at  the  conclusion  of 
'  Night  Nine,'  weary  perhaps  ol'  courting  eartiily  pa- 
trons, he  tells  his  soul, 

Henceforth 
Thy  patron  he,  whose  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Yon  gems  of  Heaven  ;  Eternity  thy  prize  ; 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  their  own. 

"  The  '  Fourth  Nis^lit'  was  aildrcsscd  hy  'a  much- 
indebted  Muse,'  to  tlie  liouounible  Air.  Vorke,  now 
Lord  Hardwicke;  who  meant  to  have  laid  the  Muse 
under  still  j^reater  obligation,  by  the  living  of  Sheu- 
Ijeld,  in  Essex,  if  it  had  become  vacant. 

"  The  '  I'irst  Night'  concludes  vsith  this  passage— r 

Dark,  tiiougli  not  blind,  like  thee,  Meonides  : 

Or  Milton,  thee.     Ah!  could  I  reach  your  strain; 

Or  his  who  made  Meonides  our. own  ! 

Man  too  he  sung.      Immortal  man  I  sing. 

Oh,  had  he  press'd  his  tlifiiie,  pursued  llie  track 

\V  hioii  opens  out  of  darkness  into  day  ! 

Oh,  had  he  mounted  on  his  wing  of  lire, 

Soar'd,  where  1  sink,  and  sung  inimoital  man — 

How  had  it  bles^'d  mankind,  and  rescued  me  ! 

"  T<(  the  author  of  these  lines  was  dedicated,  in 
17.'>(;,  the  lirst  vulume  of  an  '  llssay  on  the  Writings 
;uid  (icniiis  of  l'u\ii\,'  which  attenipled,  whether 
justly  or  not,  to  |)luck  fioin  I*o|)(;  bis  '  wing  of  fue,* 
and  to  reduce  him  to  a  rank  at  least  oiu-degiee  lower 
than  the  (ir>t  class  of  ICiiglisli  poets.  If  "N'oung  ac- 
cepted and  approved  the  (lediealion,  he  countenanced 
tlii^  attack  ujxtn  the  fame  of  Inm  w  bom  be  invokes 
as  his  iMuse. 

"Part  of  '  pa|)er-sparing'  Pojie's  'I'bird  IJook  of 
the  'Odyssey,'  deposited  in  the  iMus<iiin,  is  wrilfen 
upon  the  back  of  a  letter  signed  I).  Young,  which 
is  clearly  the  hand-writing  <>f  our  N Ouiig.  Tin"  bt- 
ler,  dated  oidy  May  the  '2<l,  seems  olis<nrc  :  but 
there  can  be  lillle  doubt  that  the  friendship  be  re- 
•  piests  was  a  literary  <Jti<',  and  that  be  bad  lli<'  highest 
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literary  opinion  ol"  I'opc.     The  request  was  a  pro- 
logue, I  am  told. 

"  DEAU  SIR,  May  the  2d. 

"  llavinj?  been  often  from  home,  1  know  not  if 
you  have  done  me  the  favonr  of  ealhiig-  on  me.  IJut, 
be  lliat  as  it  will,  1  mueli  wan)  that  instance  of  your 
friendship  I  mentioned  in  my  last;  a  friendship  lam 
very  sensible  1  can  receive  from  no  one  but  yourself. 
I  should  not  urge  this  thins  so  much  but  for  very  par- 
ticular reasons;  nor  can  you  be  at  a  loss  to  conceive 
how  a  'triile  of  this  nadne'  may  l)e  of  serious  mo- 
ment to  me;  and  while  I  am  in  hopes  of  the  great 
advantage  of  your  advice  about  it,  I  shall  not  be  so 
absurd  as  to  make  any  further  step  without  it.  I 
know  you  arc  much  engaged,  and  only  hope  to  hear 
of  you  at  your  entire  leisure. 

"  1  am,  Sir,  your  most  faithful 

"  and  obedient  servant, 

"  E.  Young." 

"  Nay,  even  after  Pope's  death,  he  says,  in  '  Night 
Seven,' 

Pope,  who  couldst  make  immortals,  art  thou  dead  ? 

"  Either  the  '  Essay,'  then,  was  dedicated  to  a 
patron  who  disapproved  its  doctrine,  which  1  have 
been  told  by  the  author  was  not  the  case;  or  Young 
appears,  in  his  old  age,  to  have  bartered  for  a  dedi- 
cation an  opinion  entertained  of  his  friend  through 
all  that  part  of  life  when  he  must  have  been  best 
able  to  form  opinions. 

"  From  this  account  of  Young,  two  or  three  short 
passages,  which  stand  almost  together  in  '  Night 
Tour,'  should  not  be  excluded.  'I'hey  all'ord  a  pic- 
ture by  his  own  hand,  from  the  study  of  which  my 
readers  may  choose  to  form  their  own  opinion  of 
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llie  features  of  his  mind  and  tlie  complexion  of  his 
life. 

All  me  !  tlie  dire  elVect 
Of  loitering  here,  of  deatii  defrauded  long  ; 
Of  old  so  gracious  (and  let  that  sullice) 
My  very  master  knoics  me  nut. 
I've  been  so  long  remember'd,  I'm  forgot. 

When  in  his  courtiers'  ears  I  |)our  my  plaint, 

They  drink  it  as  the  nectar  of  the  great  ; 

And  squeeze  my  hand,  and  heg  me  come  to-morrow. 

Twice  told  the  period  spent  on  stubborn  Troy, 
Court-favour,  yet  untaken,  I  besiege. 

If  this  song  lives,  Posterity  shall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  born,  with  courtiers  bred, 
"Who  thought  e'en  gold  nii^ht  come  a  day  too  late  ; 
Nor  on  his  sul)tle  deatli-bed  plann'd  his  scheme 
For  future  vacancies  in  church  or  state. 

Deduct  from  (he  writer's  a^t;  '  twice  told  tiic  pe- 
riod spent  on  stubborn  Troy,'  and  jou  will  still  leave 
liitn  more  than  forty  when  he  sal  down  to  tlie  misera- 
ble siege  of  cotirt-lavoiir.     lie  has  before  told  lis 

A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 
After  all,  the  sie^e  seems  to  have  been  raised  only 
in    e()ns<(|nenee   of    \n  lial    tlii'   general    thought    his 
•  death-bed.' 

"  |{y  these  extraordinary  I'oeins,  writlen  after  lie 
was  sixty,  of  which  I  lia\<-  been  bd  tti  say  so  much, 
[  hope,  l)y  the  wish  of  doing  jnslice  to  the  living  and 
tin-  dead,  it  was  (he  desire  of  ^  oung  to  be  princi- 
p;illy  known.  Mr- (  iitille.l  the  four  volnmes  which 
he  pid.li-bed  hiinsclf.  'The  Works  of  the  Author  of 
the  Night  'I'honglils.'  W  liile  it  is  remembered  that 
from  Ihisr-  he  c\eliided  many  of  his  writings,  let  it 
not  be  foi^^olleii  that  (h(!  reieeted  pieces  contaiin'd 
nothing  prejinlieial  to  the  caiis<-  of  virtue,  or  of  reli- 
gion. U'<re  (very  thing  (liat  ^dinig  c\er  wrole  to 
be  pid)lished,  he  would  onlv  appear  jierhaps  in  a  less 
respeclablc  light  as  a  po(  t,  and  more  despicable  as  a 
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dedicator;  lie  would  not  pass  for  a  worse  Clirisliaii, 
or  for  a  worse  man.  This  enviable  praise  is  due  to 
Yonn}?.  Can  it  be  elaimed  by  every  writer?  His 
dedieations,  alter  all,  lie  had  perhaps  no  ri<;ht  to  sup- 
press. 'J'hey  all,  1  believe,  speak,  not  a  litlle  to  the; 
credit  of  his  j^radlude,  of  favours  reeeived ;  and  I 
know  not  whether  the  author,  who  has  once  solemnly 
printed  an  acknowledgment  of  a  favour,  should  not 
always  print  it. 

"  Is  it  to  the  credit  or  to  the  discredit  of  Young, 
as  a  poet,  that  of  his  '  Night  Thoughts'  the  French 
are  jxirticnlarly  fond  ? 

"  Of  the  '  j'.pilaph  on  Lord  Aubrey  Beaoclerk,' 
dated  1740,  all  1  know  is,  that  I  (ind  it  in  the  late 
body  of  English  Poetry,  and  that  I  am  sorry  to  find 
it  there. 

"  Notwithstanding  the  farewell  which  he  seemed 
to  have  taken  in  the  '  Night  Thoughts'  of  every 
thing  which  bore  the  least  resemblance  to  ambition, 
he  dipped  again  in  polities.  In  1745  he  wrote  '  Re- 
flections on  the  public  Situation  of  the  Kingdom, 
addressed  to  the  Duke  of  Newcastle;'  indignant,  as 
it  appears,  to  behold 

—  a  pope-bred  Princeling  crawl  ashore, 

And  whistle  cut  tliroats,  with  those  swords  that  scraped 

Tiieir  barren  rocks  for  wretehed  sustenance, 

To  cut  his  passage  to  the  British  tlirone. 

This  political  poem  might  be  called  a  Night  Thought. 
Indeed  it  was  originally  printed  as  the  conclusion 
of  the  '  Night  Thoughts,'  though  he  did  not  gather 
it  with  his  other  works. 

"  Frclixed  to  the  second  edition  of  Howe's  '  De- 
vout Meditations,'  is  a  Letter  from  Young,  dated 
January  19,  1752,  addressed  to  Archibald  Macauly, 
Esq.;  thanking  him  for  the  book,  which  he  says  '  he 
shall  never  lay  far  out  of  his  reach ;  for  a  greater 
demonstration  of  a  sound  head  and  a  sincere  heart 
he  never  saw.' 


THE  LIFE  OF  YOUNG.  41 

"  In  1753,  when  '  The  Brothers'  had  lain  by  him 
above  thirty  years,  it  appeared  upon  the  stage.  If 
any  part  <jf  iiis  lortniic  liad  boon  acqnired  by  ser- 
vility of  adulation,  he  now  determined  to  deduct  from 
it  no  ineonsiiierable  snm,  as  a  gift  to  the  Society  for 
tiie  Propag:ation  of  the  Ciospc  I.  lo  tliis  sum  he 
lioped  the  prolils  of  '  Tlie  Brolliers'  would  amount. 
In  his  calculation'  he  was  deceived  ;  but  by  the  bad 
success  of  his  play  the  Society  was  not  a  loser. 
The  autlior  made  np  the  sum  he  orif^inaiiy  intended, 
v\hich  was  a  thousand  pounds,  from  his  own  pocket. 

"  'I'he  next  performance  wliieli  he  printed  was  a 
prose  j)nblication,  entiluled,  '  I'lie  Centaur  not  fa- 
bulous, in  six  Letters  to  a  Friend,  on  the  IM'e  iti 
\ Oijue.'  The  c(Miclnsion  is  dated  Novcndier  2D, 
1764.  In  the  tiiird  Letter  is  deseriiied  the  death- 
bed of  the  '  gay,  young,  noble,  ingenious,  acconir 
plishcd,  and  most  wretched  Altamont.'  His  last 
words  were  —  'My  prinei|)les  have  poisoned  my 
fricufl,  my  extravagance  has  beggared  my  boy,  my 
nnkindness  has  murdered  myv\ifc!'  i-itlicr  Alta- 
mont and  liOrenzo  were  tlic  twin  production  (d "fancy, 
or  \oung  was  unlucky  enough  to  know  two  charae- 
Icrs  who  bore  no  little  rescmlilance  to  each  other  iti 
perfection  <d"  wickedness.  Hcport  has  been  accus- 
tomed to  call  Altamont  Lnnl  Ltiston. 

"''I'he  Old  Man's  Hclapse,'  occasioned  by  an 
r,|>istb:  to  Walpole,  if  written  by  ^  onng,  which  I 
niMcli  doubt,  must  have  been  written  very  late  in 
life.  It  has  been  seen,  I  am  told,  in  a  .Miscellany 
|iublislied  thirty  years  before  his  de;ith.  In  l/TiH,  he 
exhibited  'The  Old  .Mm's  Itel.ipse'  in  more  than 
word«,  by  again  becoming  a  dedicator,  and  puldisli- 
irig  a  sermon  addressed  to  tlur  king. 

"The  lively  l>etler  in  pros*-,  on  'Original  Com- 
jiosition,'  a<lilresscd  to  Hichardsrjn,  the  author  of 
*  (JIarissa,'  apjieared  in  17.'j!>.  Though  he  despaired 
'  of   Itreaking   through    the    frozen    obstructions    of 
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age  and  care's  incumbent  cloud,  into  that  How  of 
thoujz^lit  and  biij^lilness  of  expression  wliicli  subjecls 
so  polite  re<iuiie  ;'  jet  is  it  more  like  tlie  produc- 
tion of  untamed,  unbridled  youth,  than  of  jaded 
fourscore.  Some  sevenfold  volumes  put  him  in  mind 
of  Ovid's  sevenfold  channels  of  the  Nile  at  the  con- 
flacfration  : 


—  ostia  septem 


Pulveruleiila  vocaiit,  septem  sine  (luinine  valles. 

Such  leaden  labours  are  like  Lycurgus's  iron  money, 
which  was  so  much  less  in  value  than  in  bulk, 
that  it  required  barns  for  strong  boxes,  and  a  yoke 
of  oxen  to  draw  live  hundred  pounds. 

"  If  there  is  a  famine  of  invention  in  the  land,  wo 
must  travel,  he  says,  like  .loseph's  brethren  far  for 
food;  wc  must  visit  the  remote  and  rich  ancients. 
But  an  inventive  genius  may  safely  stay  at  home; 
that,  like  the  widow's  cruse,  is  divinely  replenished 
from  within,  and  affords  us  a  miraculous  delight.  Jle 
asks  why  it  should  seem  altogether  impossible,  that 
Heaven's  latest  editions  of  the  human  mind  may  be 
the  most  correct  and  fair?  And  Jonson,  he  tells  us, 
was  very  learned,  as  Samson  was  very  strong,  to 
his  own  hurt.  Elind  to  the  nature  of  tragedy,  he 
pulled  down  all  antiquity  on  his  head,  and  buried 
himself  under  it. 

"  Is  this  '  care's  incumbent  cloud,'  or  '  the  frozen 
obstructions  of  age  V 

"  In  this  letter  Pope  is  severely  censured  for  his 
'  fall  from  Homer's  numbers,  free  as  air,  lofty  and 
harmonious  as  the  spheres,  into  childish  shackles  and 
tinkling  sounds;  for  putting  Achilles  into  petticoats 
a  second  time:'  but  we  are  told  that  the  dying 
swan  talked  over  an  Epic  plan  with  Young  a  few 
weeks  before  his  decease. 

*'  Young's  chief  inducement  to  write  this  letter 
was,  as  he  confesses,  that  he  might  erect  a  monu- 
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mental  marble  to  the  memory  of  an  old  friend.  He, 
wlio  employed  Iiis  pious  pen  for  almost  the  last  time 
in  thus  doing  justice  to  llio  exemplary  doatii-ljed  of 
Addison,  nii;jjiit  probably,  at  the  close  of  his  own 
life,  allbrd  no  unuseful  lesson  for  the  deaths  of 
others. 

"  In  the  postscript,  he  writes  to  Richardson,  that 
he  \\\\\  see  in  his  next  how  fur  Addison  is  an  original. 
IJut  no  oilier  letter  appears. 

"  The  few  lines  wliich  stand  in  the  last  edition,  as 
'  sent  by  Lord  iNleUombc  to  Dr.  Young,  not  long 
before  bis  Lordship's  death,'  were  indeed  so  sent, 
but  were  only  an  iiilroduclion  to  what  was  there 
meant  by  'The  Muse's  latest  Spark.'  The  poem 
is  necessary,  wiiatever  may  be  its  merit,  since  the 
Preface  to  it  is  already  printed.  Lord  Mclcombe 
called  his  Tusculuni  '  La  Trappe.' 

Love  tlij  country,  wish  it  well, 

Not  witli  too  intense  a  care, 
'Tis  cnougli,  that,  when  it  tell, 

Thou  its  rain  didst  not  share. 

Envy's  censure,  Flattery's  praise, 
W'itli  unmoved  indiirerence  view  ; 

Learn  to  tread  life's  dangerous  maze, 
Witli  unerring  \'irtuc's  clue. 

Void  of  strontj  ileuirc  and  fear, 
Ijife's  wide  ocean  trast  no  more  j 

.Strive  thy  little  li;irk  to  steer 

With  the  tide,  but  near  the  shore. 

Thus  prepared,  thy  Rhorten'd  sail 
.Shall,  whene'er  llie  winds  increase, 

.Seizing  each  propilinns  ijale 

Waft  thee  to  the;  I'ort  of  Peace. 

Keep  (liy  conscience  from  olTcnce, 

And  Icnippstiious  |i;iHsi(iiis  free, 
So,  wlmn  thou  art  eall'd  from  hence, 

Uasy  shall  thy  passage  he  ; 
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Easy  sliall  tliy  passage  be, 

Clieerfiil  thy  iillotted  stay, 
Short  the'  account  'twixt  God  and  thee  ; 

Hope  shall  meet  tliee  on  the  way  : 

Truth  shall  lead  thee  to  tiie  gate, 

Mercy's  sell"  shall  let  thee  iu, 
"Where,  its  never-changing  state, 

Full  perfection  shall  begin. 

"  The  I'ocm  was  accompanied  by  a  IjhUvv. 

'La  Trappe,  the  27th  of  Oct.  1761. 
'  DEAR  SIR, 

'  You  seemed  to  like  (he  ode  I  scut  jon  for  your 
amusement:  I  now  send  it  yon  as  a  jjie.senl,  11" 
yon  please  to  accept  ol"  it,  and  are  williiifj  that  our 
fiiciiilsliip  slioidd  he  known  when  we  arc  {jone,  yon 
will  Lm  pleased  to  leave  this  among  those  of  yonr 
own  papers  that  may  possibly  see  the  light  by  a 
posthnmous  publication.  God  send  us  health  while 
we  stay,  and  an  easy  jonrney  ! 

'  AJy  dear  Dr.  Young, 
'  Yonr's,  most  cordially, 

'  MELCOMRE.' 

''  In  1762,  a  short  time  before  his  death,  Y'onng 
published  '  Hesignation.'  Notwithstanding  the  man- 
ner in  which  it  was  really  forced  from  him  by  the 
world,  criticism  has  treated  it  with  no  common  se- 
verity. If  it  shall  be  thought  not  to  deserve  the 
highest  praise  on  the  other  side  of  fourscore,  by 
■whom,  except  by  Newton  and  by  V\  allcr,  has  praise 
been  merited? 

"  To  Mrs.  Montagu,  tlie  famous  champion  of 
Shakspearc,  I  am  indebted  for  the  history  of  '  Re- 
signation.' Observing  that  Mrs.  Ijoscawcn,  in  the 
midst  of  her  grief  for  the  loss  of  the  admiral,  derived 
consolation  from  the  perusal  of  the  'Night  Thoughts,' 
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Mrs.  Montajfii  proposed  a  visit  to  the  aiillior.  From 
coiivcrsiup:  witii  Youi)":,  JMrs.  Boscaweu  derived  still 
furtlier  eonsohitiou  ;  and  to  that  visit  she  and  the 
world  were  indebted  lor  tliis  poem.  It  compliments 
Mrs.  Montugn,  in  the  followin;^  lines: 

Yet  write  I  lunst.     A  Lady  sues  : 

How  shameful  her  request  ! 
My  brain  in  hihour  with  dull  rliyme. 

Hers  teeiuing  with  the  best ! 

And  again • 

And  friend  you  have,  and  T  (he  same, 

Whose  prudent,  soft  address 
'Will  bring  to  life  those  healing  thoughts 

\\  hich  died  in  your  distress. 

That  friend,  tlie  spirit  of  tli}'  theme 

Extracting  for  your  ease, 
Will  leave  to  me  the  dreg,  in  thoughts 

Too  common  ;  such  as  these. 

"  J}y  the  siime  Lad)  I  was  enahh d  to  say,  in  lier 
own  words,  that  Younj^'s  iinhounded  <;enins  ap- 
peared to  greater  advantage  in  the  e(tnii)anion  than 
even  in  tiie  author;  that  the  Christian  was  in  him  a 
character  still  more  inspiied,  m<ire  enraptnred,  more 
siihlime,  than  the  poet;  and  thai,  in  his  ordinary 
conversation, 

lettio)^  down  the  golden  chain  from  high, 

He  drew  his  audience  upward  to  llio  sky. 

"  Notwithstanding  Young  had  said,  in  his  'Con- 
jectures on  original  Composition,'  that  '  hiaidv  verso 
is  verse  unlallen,  nnenrst;  verse  reclaimed,  rc-in- 
thrcmed  in  the;  true  langiia^a'  ol  the  (iods:'  notwilh- 
slanding  he  arlminislencl  eonsrilation  to  his  own 
griet  in  this  immortal  language,  Mrs.  Uoseawcn  was 
eomlorlcd  in  rliyme. 

i:2 
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"  While  the  poet  and  the  CInistian  were  appl}iii<f 
this  comfort,  Vomi<?  hail  liimself  occasion  for  coui- 
fort,  in  coi)sc(]ii(  iico  of  li)c  sudilcn  death  of  Ititliard- 
son,  who  was  prinlinj;  the  fornicr  part  of  the  iiocni. 
Of  Richardson's  death  he  says 

When  Heaven  would  kindly  set  us  free, 

And  Earth's  enchantment  end  ; 
It  takes  the  most  ell'ectuHl  means, 

And  rob.s  us  of  a  friend. 

"To  '  Rcsii^nation'  was  prefixed  an  ApoIo<!^y  for 
its  appearance  :  to  whicli  more  credit  is  due  than  to 
the  KCi'f'ility  "'  such  apoio<!,ics,  from  ^  ounu;'s  un- 
usual anxiety  that  no  more  productions  of  his  old 
a;^c  shotdd  dis;^raee  his  former  fame.  In  Iiis  Mill, 
dated  February,  17G0,  lie  desires  of  liis  executors,  in 
a  particular  manner,  that  ail  liis  manuserij)t  hooks 
and  writings  whatever  might  be  burned,  except  his 
book  of  accounts, 

"  In  September,  1704,  he  added  a  kind  of  codicil, 
wherein  he  made  it  his  dyin<;j  inlreaty  1o  his  liouse- 
keepcr,  to  wiiom  he  left  1000/.  '  that  all  his  nianii- 
scripls  mii^ht  be  destroyed  as  soon  as  he  was  dead, 
which  would  <;reatly  obli<;e  her  deceased  friend.' 

"  It  may  teacii  mankind  (he  uncertainty  of  worldly 
friendships,  to  know  that  Young,  either  by  surviving 
those  he  loved,  or  by  oulliviiig  their  alleelions,  eould 
only  recollect  the  names  of  two  friends,  his  house- 
keeper and  a  hatter,  to  mention  in  his  will;  and  it 
may  serve  to  rcj)ress  that  testamentary  piide,  which 
too  often  seeks  for  sounding  names  and  titles,  to  be 
informed  that  tlie  author  of  the  '  Night  Thoughts' 
did  not  blush  to  leave  a  legacy  to  his  '  i'riend  IJenry 
Stevens,  a  hatter  at  the  Temj)le-gate.'  Of  these  two 
remaining  fiiends,  one  went  before  Young.  But,  at 
eighty- four,  '  where,'  as  he  asks  in  The  Centaur,  'is 
that  world  into  which  we  were  born?' 
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"  The  same  luimility  uliicli  marked  a  halter  and 
a  housekeeper  for  Ihe  friends  of  the  author  of  the 
'  Night  I  lion<:;hts,'  had  helore  bestowed  the  same 
title  on  his  footman,  in  an  epilapli  in  his  'Church- 
yard,' upon  James  Baker,  dated  1749;  which  I  am 
glad  to  find  in  the  late  collection  of  iiis  works. 

'*  Voun<:;  and  his  housekeei)er  were  ridiculed,  with 
more  ill-n;Unre  than  wit,  in  a  kind  of  novel  published 
liy  Kidgell,  in  17.3.J,  called  '  'Jlie  Card,*  under  the 
names  of  Dr.  I'.lwes  and  .Mrs.  lusby. 

"  In  April,  17G6,  at  an  age  to  which  few  attain,  a 
period  was  put  to  the  life  of  Young. 

"  lie  had  j)erformed  no  duty  for  three  or  four 
years,  but  lie  retained  his  intellects  to  the  last. 

"  Much  is  told  in  the  '  Biogra|)hia,'  which  I  know 
not  to  iiave  been  true,  of  the  manner  of  his  burial  ; 
of  the  master  and  children  of  a  charity-school,  which 
he  founded  in  his  pari>h,  who  neglected  to  attend 
their  benefactor's  corpse;  atid  of  a  bell  which  was 
not  caused  to  toll  as  often  as  upon  those  occasions 
bells  usually  toll.  Had  that  liunianity,  which  is  here 
hnished  upon  things  of  lillle  consecpience  either  to 
the  li\ingor  to  the  dead,  been  shown  in  its  proper 
place  to  the  living,  I  should  have  had  less  to  say 
about  Lorenzo.  They  who  lament  that  tliese  mis- 
fortunes happened  to  "N  oung,  forget  the  praise  ho 
bestows  upon  .Socrates,  in  the  Preface  to  '  Night 
Seven,'  for  resenting  his  friend's  retpiest  about  his 
lun<-ral. 

**  During  somr;  i)art  of  his  life  "^Hiing  was  abroad, 
but  I  hav(;  not  been  able  to  learn  any  particidars. 
"  In  his  seventh  .Satire  he  sa^s. 

When,  after  halde,  I  tlic  field  have  gecn 
Spread  o'er  with  ghastly  shapes  which  ooce  were  men. 

"  It  is  known  also,  that  from  tliis  or  from  some 
other  field  he  once  wandered  into  Ihc  cam])  with  a 
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classic  in  liis  liaiul,  Avliicli  he  was  reading-  intently ; 
and  iiad  some  dilliciilly  to  prove  that  lie  was  only  an 
abscMit  poet  and  not  a  spy. 

"  The  cnrions  reader  of  Yoims's  lile  will  naturally 
inquire  to  what  it  was  owinj,',  that  lliougli  lie  lived 
almost  forty  years  af(cr  he  took  orders,  whicli  in- 
cluded one  whole  rei<,ni  uncommonly  Ion<<;,  and  part 
of  another,  he  was  never  tliotight  worthy  of  the  least 
preferment.  The  author  of  tlie  '  Night  Tiioughts' 
ended  his  days  upon  a  living  which  came  to  him 
from  his  College  williout  any  favour,  and  to  which 
lie  probably  had  an  eye  when  he  dcfermincd  on  the 
Church.  To  satisfy  curiosity  of  tiiis  kind  is,  at  this 
distance  of  time,  far  from  easy.  'J'iie  parlies  them- 
selves know  not  often,  at  the  instant,  why  tiiey  are 
neglected,  or  why  they  are  i)referrcd.  Tiie  neglect 
of  Young  is  by  some  ascribed  to  his  having  attached 
himself  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  to  bis  having 
preached  an  ollensive  sermon  at  St.  James's.  It  has 
been  told  me  that  he  had  two  hundred  a  year  in  the 
late  reign,  by  the  jjalronage  of  ^^■alpole ;  and  that, 
whenever  any  one  reminded  the  King  of  Young,  the 
only  answer  was,  '  he  has  a  pension.'  All  the  light 
thrown  on  (his  inrpiiry,  by  the  following  Letter  from 
Seeker,  only  serves  1o  show  at  what  a  late  period  of 
life  the  author  of  tiie  '  Night  Thoughts'  solicited 
preferment: 

"  Deanery  of  St.  Paul's,  July  8,  1758. 
'  GOOD  DR.  YOUNG, 

'  I  have  long  wondered,  that  more  suitable  notice 
of  your  great  merit  hatli  not  been  taken  by  persons 
in  power.  lUit  how  to  remedy  the  omission  I  see 
not.  No  encouragement  hath  ever  been  given  me 
to  mention  tilings  of  this  nature  to  his  Majesty. 
And  therefore,  in  all  likelihood,  the  only  conse- 
quence of  doing  it  would  be  weakening  the  little 
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iiinuence  which  else  I  may  possibly  have  on  some 
other  occasions.  Your  fortune  and  your  reputation 
set  you  above  the  need  of  advancement ;  and  your 
sentiments  above  that  concern  for  it,  on  your  own 
account,  which,  on  that  of  the  Public,  is  sincerely 
felt  by 

'  Your  loving  Brother, 

'  THO.  CANT.' 

"  At  last,  at  the  aj?e  of  fourscore,  lie  was  appoint- 
ed, in  ITGl,  Clerk  of  the  Closet  to  the  Princess 
Dowager. 

"  One  obstacle  must  have  stood  not  a  little  in  the 
way  of  that  preferment  al'ler  which  his  whole  life 
seems  to  have  panted.  I'hongli  he  took  orders,  he 
never  entirely  sliook  olf  politics.  lie  was  always  the 
l.ion  of  his  master,  Milton,  'iKiwing  to  get  free  his 
Jiinder  parts.'  J5y  this  conduct,  if  he  f;,ained  some 
friends,  he  made  n)any  enemies. 

".Again:  ^'onng  Mas  a  poet :  and  again,  willi  re- 
verence be  it  spoken,  poets  by  profession  do  not 
always  make  the  best  clergymen,  ll  the  author  of 
the  *  Night 'rin)nght>'  eoniposed  many  sermons,  he 
diti  not  oblige  the  public  with  many, 

"  P><>idr  s,  in  the  latter  part  of  life,  Young  wa3 
fond  of  holding  himself  ont  lor  a  man  retired  from 
the  world.  J»ut  li<;  seemed  to  have  forgotten  that 
the  same  verse  which  contains  'oblitus  meorum,' 
contains  also  '  oblisixendns  et  illis.'  'I'he  brittle 
chain  of  worblly  iriindsliip  and  patronage  is  broken 
as  cn'ectiiall\,  when  one  g<ies  bcjond  the  length  of 
if,  as  when  the  other  does.  'J"o  the  vessel  which  is 
sailing  irom  the  shore,  it  only  appears  that  the  shore 
aho  recMiles;  in  lib;  it  is  truly  llms.  He  who  retires 
frr)m  the  worbl  will  lind  hiinMlf.  in  reality,  des<-rted 
as  fast,  if  not  faster,  by  the  world.     The  public  is 
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not  to  be  Irculcd  as  tlie  coxcomb  treats  his  mistress; 
to  be  tlircatencd  witli  desertion,  in  order  to  increase 
fondness. 

"  Young  seems  to  have  been  taken  at  his  word. 
Notwithstanding^  his  frequent  complaints  of  being 
neglected,  no  iiand  was  reached  out  to  pull  him  from 
that  retircmcjit  of  which  lie  declared  himself  ena- 
moured. Alexander  assigned  no  palace  for  the  resi- 
dence of  Diogenes,  who  boasted  his  surly  satisfac- 
tion with  his  tub. 

"Of  the  domestic  manners  and  petty  habits  of  the 
autlior  of  the  '  Night  'I'hoiights,'  1  hoped  to  liavc 
given  you  an  account  I'rom  the  best  authority:  but 
who  shall  dare  to  say.  To-morrow  I  will  be  wise  or 
virtuous,  or  to-morrow  I  will  do  a  particular  thing? 
Upon  in<piiring  for  his  housekeeper,  I  learned  that 
she  was  buried  two  days  before  1  reached  the  town 
of  her  abode. 

"  In  a  letter  from  Tseiiarncr,  a  noble  foreigner,  to 
Count  llaller,  'rscharner  says,  he  has  lately  spent 
four  days  with  Young,  at  Welwyn,  where  the  author 
tastes  all  the  ease  and  pleasure  mankind  can  desire. 
'  Every  thing  about  him  shows  the  man,  each  indi- 
vidual being  i)laced  by  rule.  All  is  neat  without  art. 
lie  is  very  pleasaiit  in  conversation,  and  extremely 
polite.' 

"  'I'liis,  and  more,  may  possibly  be  true ;  but 
Tscharner's  was  a  first  visit,  a  visit  of  curiosity  and 
admiration,  and  a  visit  which  the  author  expected. 

"  ()['  i'-dward  Young  an  anecdote  which  wanders 
among  readers  is  not  true,  that  be  was  Fielding's 
Parson  Adams,  The  original  of  that  famous  painting 
was  William  Young,  who  was  a  clergynniu.  iic 
supported  an  nncomlurtable  existence  by  translating 
for  the  booksellers  liom  (Ireck;  and,  if  lie  did  not 
seem  to  be  his  own  friend,  was  at  least  no  man's 
enemy.     Yet  the  facility  with  which  this  report  has 
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pained  belief  in  the  world  argues,  were  it  not  siifli- 
eieiitlv  known,  that  llic  author  of  tlie  '  Niglit 
'I'lioM^lits'  bore  some  re?en)l)lanre  to  Adams. 

"  The  attention  which  Yoiinu;  bestowed  upon  tlie 
perusal  of  books  is  not  unworthy  iniilation.  When 
any  passage  pleased  him,  he  appears  to  have  folded 
down  the  leaf.  On  these  passages  he  bestowed  a 
seeond  reading.  Jiut  tlie  labours  of  man  arc  too  fre- 
rpienlly  vain.  IJefore  he  returned  to  niueii  of  what 
he  had  onee  approved,  he  died.  Many  of  his  books, 
which  1  have  seen,  arc  by  those  notes  of  approbation 
so  swelled  beyond  their  real  bulk,  that  they  will 
hardly  shut. 

What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame! 
Eartii's  highest  stutiou  ends  in  Here  he  lies  ! 
■    And  dust  to  (lust  concludes  her  noblest  song  ! 

The  author  of  these  lines  is  not  without  his  Hie 
jaat. 

"  By  the  good  sense  of  his  sou,  it  contains  none 
of  that  praise  which  no  niarble  can  make  the  bad  or 
the  foolish  merit;  which,  vvithout  the  direction  of  a 
stone  or  a  turf,  will  liud  its  way,  sooner  or  later,  (o 
the  desi  rving. 

M.  S. 

Opliini  Parentis 

EDWAKUI   vol  \(;,  LL.  I). 

Hiijiis  Ecc'lcsiit;  rect. 

Et  Eli/.ahetliic 

firm.  pr.Tiiiih. 

(tonjiigis  (joH  aiiiulissiin:!-, 

Pio  ct  gralissiiiio  aiiiiuu 

Hoc  tuannur  posuit 

F.  V. 
Fiiius  siipurstcs 

"  Is  it  ni)l  strange  that  the  author  of  Hk;  '  Niglil 
'I'houghts'  has  inscribed  no  monument  to  the  me- 
mory of  his  lamented  wife?  "Set,  what  marbhr  will 
endure  as  long  as  the  i)ocms? 
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*'  Such,  my  g^ood  friend,  is  the  account  which  I 
liavc  been  able  to  collect  of  llic  j^rcat  Yonnp;.  'I'hat 
it  may  be  lon<j  bcloic  any  thiii*:^  like  what  I  have 
just  transcribed  be  necessary  lor  you,  is  the  sin- 
cere wish  of, 

"  Dear  Sir, 
"Your  greatly  obliged  Friend, 

"  HERBERT  CROFT,  JUN. 

"  Lincoln's  Inn,  Sept.  1780. 

P.  S.  "This  account  of  Young  was  seen  by  you 
in  mainiscri]it,  you  know,  Sir;  and,  Ihough  I  could 
not  prevail  on  you  1o  make  any  alUralion,  you  in- 
sisted on  striking  out  one  passage,  because  it  said, 
that,  if  I  did  not  wish  >ou  to  live  long  for  your  sake, 
I  did  not  for  the  sake  oi'  myself  and  the  world.  But 
this  postscript  you  will  not  see  before  the  printing  of 
it;  and  I  will  say  here,  in  spite  of  you,  how  I  feel 
myself  honoured  and  bettered  by  your  friendship  : 
and  tliat,  if  I  do  credit  to  the  Church,  after  which  I 
always  longed,  ami  for  which  I  am  now  going  to  give 
in  exchange  the  liar,  though  not  at  so  late  a  period 
of  life  as  Young  took  orders,  it  will  be  owing,  in  no 
small  measure,  to  my  having  bad  the  happiness  of 
calling  tiic  author  of  '  The  Rambler'  my  friend. 

"  H.  c." 
"  Oxford,  Oct.  1782." 


Of  Young's  Poems  it  is  difficult  to  give  any  ge- 
neral cliaracter  ;  for  he  has  no  uniformity  of  manner  ; 
one  of  his  pieces  has  no  great  resemblance  to  ano- 
ther. He  began  to  write  early,  and  continued  long: 
and  at  different  times  had  dillcrcnt  modes  of  poetical 
excellence  in  view.  His  numbers  arc  sometimes 
smooth,  and  sometimes  rugged;  his  style  is  some- 
times concatenated,  and  sometimes  abrupt ;  some- 
times dillusive,  and  sometimes  concise,  llis  plan 
seems  to  have  started  in  his  mind  at  the  present  mo- 
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nient ;  and  his  thont^hts  appear  the  effect  of  chance, 
sometimes  adverse,  and  sometimes  lucky,  witli  very 
little  operation  of"  jii(li;nu'nt. 

He  Mas  not  one  oltliose  writers  wiioni  experience 
improves,  and  who,  observinj;  their  own  I'aults,  be- 
come •rradualiy  correct.  liis  Poem  on  tlic  '  Last 
Day,'  iiis  (irst  <;:rcat  performance,  has  an  e(|nability 
and  i)ropri('ly,  which  he  aCterwards  either  never  en- 
dcavunred  or  never  attained.  Many  l)aiai;raphs  are 
noble,  and  lew  are  mean,  jet  the  whole  is  iang;uid  ; 
the  plan  is  too  ninch  extended,  and  a  succession  of 
imafjes  divides  and  weakens  tlie  jrcneral  conception; 
but  the  great  reason  why  the  reader  is  disappointed 
is,  that  the  thought  of  the  Last  Day  makes  every 
man  more  than  poetical,  by  spreading;  over  his  mind 
a  :;eneral  (jbscnrity  <d"  sacred  horror,  that  oppresses 
distinction,  and  disdains  expression. 

His  story  of  'Jane  (irey'  was  never  |)0|)nlar.  It 
is  written  with  elegance  enouj^ji;  but  Jane  is  too  he- 
roic to  be  pitied. 

The  '  Universal  Passion'  is  indeed  a  very  g;reat 
performance.  It  is  said  to  be  a  series  of  Lpij^rams  : 
but,  if  it  be,  it  is  what  tiie  author  intended  :  his  en- 
deavour was  at  the  production  of  strikint?  «listichs 
and  pointed  sentences;  and  his  disticiis  iiave  the 
weii^ht  ol' solid  sentiments,  ami  his  points  the  sharp- 
ness of  resistless  truth. 

His  charaet(  rs  arc  oltcn  selected  with  discernment, 
and  drawn  with  nicety  ;  his  illustrations  are  oltcn 
ha|>py,  and  his  rellections  often  just.  His  species  of 
salir<'  is  between  thr)s*r  of  ilorat c  and  Juvenal;  and 
he  has  the  fjaiely  of  IForacc;  without  his  laxity  of 
iiuml)ers,  and  the  morality  of  Juvenal  with  greater 
variation  of  ima<;es.  He  plajs,  indeed,  only  on  tlio 
surface  of  life ;  he  never  penetrates  the  recess«'S  of 
the  mind,  and  therefore  the  wliide  jiower  ol  his 
poetry  is  exhausted  by  a  sinj^le  perusal;  his  conceits 
ple.ise  onlv  when  they  surinise. 

1  1.  F 
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To  Iranslalc  lin  never  condescended,  unless  Iiis 
*  Piuaplnaso  on  Job' may  be  considered  as  a  ver- 
sion :  in  whicli  lie  lias  not,  I  fiiink,  been  unsuccess- 
ful :  lie  indeed  favoured  himself,  by  choosing  those 
parts  which  most  easily  admit  the  ornaments  of  Eng- 
lish poetry. 

He  had  least  success  in  his  lyric  attempts,  in  which 
he  seems  to  have  been  under  some  malignant  influ- 
ence ;  he  is  always  labouring  to  be  great,  and  at  last 
is  only  turgid. 

In  his  'Night  'I'liouglits'  he  has  exhibited  a  very 
wide  display  of  original  poetry,  variegated  with  deep 
relleclions  and  striking  allusions,  a  wilderness  of 
thought,  in  wiiicli  the  fertility  of  fancy  scatters 
flowers  of  every  hue  and  of  every  odour.  This  is  one 
of  the  few  poems  in  which  blank  verse  could  not  be 
changed  for  rhyme  but  with  disadvantage.  The  wild 
diflusion  of  the  sentiments,  and  the  digressive  sallies 
of  imagination,  would  have  been  compressed  and  re- 
strained by  confinement  to  rhyme.  'JMie  excellence 
of  this  work  is  not  exactness,  but  copiousness;  par- 
ticular lines  are  not  to  be  regarded ;  the  power  is  in 
the  whole  ;  and  in  the  whole  there  is  a  magnificence 
like  that  ascrilicd  to  (^liincse  plantations,  the  magni- 
ficence of  vast  extent  and  endless  diversity. 

His  last  poem  was  '  Resignation ;'  in  which  he 
made,  as  he  was  accustomed,  an  experiment  of  a 
new  mode  of  writing,  and  succeeded  better  than  in 
his  'Ocean'  or  his  'Merchant.'  It  was  very  falsely 
represented  as  a  proof  of  decayed  faculties.  There 
is  Y  oung  in  every  stanza,  such  as  he  often  was  in  the 
highest  vigour. 

His  tragedies,  not  making  part  of  the  collection,  I 
had  forgotten  till  IMr.  Steevens  recalled  them  to  my 
thoughts  by  remarking,  that  he  seemed  to  have  one 
favourite  catastrophe,  as  his  three  plays  all  concluded 
with  lavish  suicide ;  a  method  by  which,  as  Dryden 
remarked,  a  poet  easily  rids  his  scene  of  persons 
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uliom  he  wanls  not  to  keep  alive.  In  '  Biisiris' 
there  are  the  greatest  ebiillitious  of  imagination:  but 
the  pride  of  Busiris  is  sueh  as  no  otlier  man  can  have, 
and  the  whole  is  too  remote  from  known  life  to  raise 
either  grief,  terror,  or  indignation.  Tiic  '  llevenge' 
approaehes  nuich  nearer  to  human  practices  and 
manners,  and  therefore  keeps  possession  of  the  stage  : 
the  first  design  seems  suggested  hy  'Othello;'  but 
the  reflections,  the  incidents,  and  the  diction,  are 
original.  The  moral  observations  are  so  introduced, 
and  so  expressed,  as  to  have  all  the  novelty  that  can 
be  required.  Of 'The  Brothers' I  may  be  allowed 
to  say  nothing,  since  nothing  was  ever  said  of  it  by 
the  public. 

It  must  be  allowed  of  Young's  poetry,  tljat  it 
abounds  in  thought,  but  without  much  accuracy  or 
selection.  U  hen  he  lays  hold  of  an  illustration,  he 
l)ursues  it  beyond  expectation,  sometimes  happily, 
as  in  his  parallel  of  QuicLuli-cr  with  Pleasure,  which 
1  have  heard  rejieatcd  ^\ith  approbation  by  a  lady, 
of  whose  praise  he  would  hav<;  been  justly  proud, 
and  which  is  very  ingenious,  very  subtle,  and  almost 
exact;  but  sometimes  he  is  less  lucky,  as  when,  in 
his  '  Night  Thonglils,'  ha\ing  it  dropped  into  his 
mind,  that  the  orbs,  lluatiug  in  space,  might  be  called 
the  rtit.\ler  of  creation,  he  tiiinks  of  a  cluster  of 
grajics,  and  says,  that  they  all  hang  on  the  great  vine, 
drinking  the  '  ncetareous  juice  ofinn)»orlal  life.' 

J  lis  conceits  are  sonntimr-s  yet  le>s  valuable.  In 
the  '  Last  iJay'  he  hopes  Id  illustrate  the  re-assembly 
of  the  atoms  that  enmiiose  the  human  body  at  the 
'  Trumj)  of  Duom,'  by  tlie  collecliou  of  bees  into 
a  swarm  at  th(;  tinkling  of  a  pan. 

'Ihe  I'rophet  says  of 'I'yre,  that  'her  iMerchants 
aie  I'rinces.'     Young  says  of 'l'}re  in  his  '  iNIcrchant,' 

Her  merchants  Princes,  iin<l  cnrli  di-rk  n  Throne. 

Let  burlesipie  try  t<j  go  bi^ond  him. 
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He  has  llic  trick  of  ioiniiifjtiic  tnrf;id  and  familiar: 
to  buy  the  alliance  ol"  Jiritain,  'Clinics  were  paid 
down.'  Anlilhcsis  is  his  I'avoinitc,  '"liicj  tor  kind- 
ness hate  ;'  and,  '  because  she's  rij'lit,  she's  ever  in 
the  wrong.' 

His  vcrsiliealion  is  his  own  ;  neither  his  blank  nor 
his  rhyming-  lines  have  any  resemblance  to  those  of 
lormer  writers;  he  |)icks  up  no  hemistichs,  be  copies 
110  lavourite  expressions ;  he  seems  to  have  laid  up 
no  stores  of  thought  or  diction,  but  to  owe  all  to  the 
fortuitous  suggestions  of  the  present  moment.  Yet 
I  have  reason  to  believe  that,  when  once  he  iiad 
formed  a  new  design,  lie  then  lai)0ured  it  with  very 
j)atient  industry  ;  and  that  he  composed  with  great 
labour,  and  l're(picnt  revisions. 

His  verses  are  formed  by  no  certain  model ;  he  is 
HO  more  like  himself  in  his  diU'erent  productions  than 
he  is  like  others.  He  seems  never  to  have  studied 
prosody,  nor  to  have  had  any  direction  but  from  his 
own  ear.  IJut  with  allliis  defects,  he  was  a  man  of 
jjcuius  and  a  poet. 
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UPON 

DR.  YOUNG'S  POEM  ON  'THE  LAST  DAY.' 

Now  let  the  atheist  tremble  ;  thou  alone 
Canst  bid  his  conscious  heart  the  Godhead  o\vn. 
Whom  shall  thou  not  reform  ?  O  thou  hast  seen 
How  fjod  descends  tojudse  the  soids  of  men. 
Tiiou  heardst  the  sentence  how  the  guilty  mourn, 
Driven  out  from  (»od,  and  never  to  return. 

Yet  more,  behold  ten  thousand  thunders  fall, 
And  sudden  vengeance  wrap  the  flaming  ball. 
When  Nature  sunk,  when  every  bolt  was  hurl'd, 
Thf)U  saw'st  the  boundless  ruins  of  the  world. 

\\  hen  guilty  Sodom  felt  the  burning  rain. 
And  sulphur  fell  on  the  devotf d  plain, 
TIk!  Patriarch  thus,  the  <i(  ry  tempest  past, 
AN  ith  pious  horror  vicw'd  the  desert  waste; 
The  restless  smoke  still  wav< d  its  (;urls  around. 
Tor  ever  rising  from  the  glowing  ground. 

liut  tell  me,  oh  !  what  heavcidy  pleasure,  tell. 
To  think  so  greatly,  and  descrribe  so  well ! 
I  low  wast  thou  ph;ascd  the  wondrous  theme  to  try, 
And  find  the  tlioii;;lit  of  man  could  ris(!  so  high  ! 
]}« yond  this  world  the  labour  to  pursue. 
And  f)p(  n  all  <  t(  inity  to  view  ! 
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But  tliou  ait  host  di'liglited  to  rehearse 
Heaven's  holy  dictates  in  exalted  verse. 
O  thou  hast  power  the  liarden'd  heart  to  warm, 
To  grieve,  to  raise,  to  terrify,  to  charm  ; 
To  tix  the  soul  on  God  ;  to  teach  the  mind 
To  know  the  dignity  of  liumankind ; 
By  stricter  rules  well-govern'd  life  to  scan. 
And  practise  o'er  the  angel  in  the  man. 

T.  WARTON,  SEN. 
Madg.  Col.  Oxon. 


TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  '  THE  LAST  DAY.' 

Here  sacred  truths,  in  lofty  number^  told. 
The  prospect  of  a  future  state  unfold  ; 
The  realms  of  night  to  mortal  view  display, 
And  the  glad  regions  of  eternal  day. 
This  daring  Author  scorns,  by  vulgar  ways 
Of  guilty  wit,  to  merit  worthless  praise. 
Full  of  her  glorious  theme,  his  towering  Muse, 
With  generous  zeal,  a  nobler  fame  pursues  : 
"Religion's  cause  her  ravish'd  heart  inspires. 
And  with  a  thousand  bright  ideas  fires ; 
Transports  her  quick,  impatient,  piercing  eye. 
O'er  the  straight  limits  of  mortality 
To  boundless  orbs,  and  bids  her  fearless  soar 
Where  only  Milton  gain'd  renown  before; 
W^here  various  scenes  alternately  excite 
Amazement,  pity,  terror,  and  delight. 

Thus  did  the  Muses  sing  in  early  times, 
Ere  skill'd  to  flatter  vice,  and  varnish  crimes  ; 
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Their  lyres  were  tuned  to  virtuous  songs  alone, 
And  the  chaste  poet  and  the  priest  were  one: 
But  now,  forgetful  of  their  infant  state. 
They  sooth  the  wanton  pleasures  of  the  great ; 
And  from  the  press,  and  the  licentious  stage, 
"With  luscious  poison  taint  the  thoughtless  age: 
Deceitful  charms  attract  our  wandering  eyes, 
And  specious  ruin  unsuspected  lies. 
So  the  rich  soil  of  India's  blooming  shores, 
Adorn'd  with  lavish  Nature's  choicest  stores, 
"Where  serpent's  lurk,  by  flowers  conceal'd  from 
Hides  fatiil  danger  under  gay  delight.  [sight. 

These  i)urer  thoughts,  from  gross  allays  refined, 
"With  heavenly  raptures  elevate  the  mind  : 
Not  framed  to  raise  a  giddy,  short-lived  joy, 
"NVhosc  false  allui  ements, while  they  please,destroy; 
]Jut  bliss  resembling  that  of  saints  above, 
Sprung  from  the  vision  of  the'  Almighty  Love  : 
Firm,  solid  bliss,  for  ever  great  and  new, 
The  more  'lis  known,  the  more  admired,  like  you; 
Like  you,  fair  nymph!  in  whom  united  meet 
End(,aring  sweetness,  unaffected  wit. 
And  all  the  glories  of  your  sparkling  race, 
\\\n\v  inward  virtues  heighten  every  grace. 
IJy  these  secured,  you  will  with  ph,asine  read 
( )t  future  judgment,  and  the  rising  dead  ;  [throw  n  ; 
Of  Time's  grand  period,  Heaven  and  I'/irlh  o'er- 
And  gasping  Nature's  last  tremendous  groan. 
These,  when  the  stars  and  sun  shall  be  no  more, 
Shall  beauty  to  your  ravaged  f<jrm  restore  : 
Tlujn  shall  you  shine  with  an  immortal  ray. 
Improved  by  death,  and  l)rigliten'd  by  decay. 

T.  TRISTRAM. 
I'irinb.  Col.  Oxon. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR, 


'  LAST  DAY,'  AND  *  UNIVERSAL  PASSION.' 

And  must  it  be  as  thou  hast  sung. 
Celestial  bard,  seraphic  Young  ! 
AVill  there  no  trace,  no  point  be  found 
Of  all  this  spacious,  glorious  round  I 
Yon  lamps  of  light,  must  Ihey  decay  ? 
On  Nature's  self  Destruction  prey? 
Then  Fame,  the  most  immortal  thing 
E'en  thou  canst  hope,  is  on  the  wing. 
Shall  Newton's  system  be  admired, 
When  time  and  motion  are  expired? 
Shall  souls  be  curious  to  explore 
Who  ruled  an  orb,  that  is  no  more  ? 
Or  shall  they  (juote  the  pictured  age, 
From  Pope's  and  thy  corrective  page. 
When  Vice  and  Virtue  l&se  their  name 
In  deathless  joy  or  endless  shame? 
While  wears  away  the  grand  machine, 
'I'he  works  of  genius  shall  be  seen  : 
Beyond,  what  laurels  can  there  be 
For  Homer,  Horace,  Pope,  or  thee  ? 
Through  life  we  chase,  with  fond  pursuit. 
What  mocks  our  hope,  like  Sodom's  fruit; 
And,  sure,  thy  plan  was  well  design'd 
To  cure  this  madness  of  the  mind  ; 
First  beyond  time  our  thoughts  to  raise. 
Then  lash  our  love  of  transient  praise  ; 
In  both  we  own  thy  doctrine  just. 
And  fame's  a  breath,  and  men  are  dust. 

1736.  J.  BANKS. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


PREFACE. 

As  the  occasion  of  this  poem  was  real,  pot  ficti- 
tious, so  the  method  pursued  in  it  was  rather  im- 
posed by  what  spontaneously  arose  in  the  author's 
mind  on  that  occasion,  than  meditated  or  de- 
signed; which  will  appear  very  probable  from 
the  nature  of  it;  for  it  diti'ers  from  the  common 
mode  of  poetry,  which  is,  from  long  narrations  to 
draw  short  murals  :  here,  on  the  contrary,  the 
narrative  is  short,  and  the  morality  arising  from  it 
makes  the  bulk  of  the  poem.  The  reason  of  it  is, 
that  the  facts  mentioned  did  naturally  pour  these 
moral  reflections  on  the  thought  of  the  writer. 


NIGHT  I. 


On  ?J.ifc,  Drntf),  anD  3i>nmorlalit5. 

TO  THK  KU;ilT  HON.   AKTlIMt  ONSLOW,   liSQ. 

SI'tAKIIl   OK  nil,   IIOUSl-.  or  rOMMONS. 

'I  IRRI)  Nature's  sweet  rest()r(;r,  balmy  Sleep! 
lie,  like  the  world,  his  re:i<ly  visit  pays 
'Vhere  J'ortune  smiles  ;  the  wrdclied  Ik;  forsakes; 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  liiis  Iroin  woe, 
And  lights  on  lids  unsuilii d  witli  :i  tear. 
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From  short  (as  usual)  and  disturb VI  repose 
I  wake  :  how  l»ap})y  they  who  wake  no  more ! 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infest  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  sea  of  dreams 
Tumultuous;     where    my    wreck'd,   desponding 

thought, 
From  wave  to  wave  of  fancied  misery 
At  random  drove,  her  hehii  of  reason  lost. 
Though  now  restored,  'tis  only  change  of  pain, 
(A  bitter  change  !)  severer  for  severe  : 
The  Day  too  short  for  my  distress ;  and  INight, 
E'en  in  the  zenith  of  her  dark  domain. 
Is  sunshine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Night,  sable  goddess  !  from  her  ebon  throne, 
In  raylcss  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 
Her  leaden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumbering  world. 
Silence  how  dead !  and  darkness  how  profound  ! 
Nor  eye  nor  listening  ear  an  object  finds  ; 
Creation  sleeps,     'Tis  as  the  general  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  Nature  made  a  pause  ; 
An  awful  pause!  prophetic  of  her  end. 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  soon  fulfilled  : 
Fate  !  drop  the  curtain  ;  I  can  lose  no  more. 

Silence  and  Darkness  !  solemn  sisters  !  twins 
From  ancient  Night,  who  nurse  the  tender  thought 
To  lieason,  and  on  Reason  build  llesolve, 
(That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man) 
Assist  me :  I  w  ill  thank  you  in  the  grave  ; 
The  grave  your  kingdom:  there  this  frame  shall  fall 
A  victim  sacred  to  your  dreary  shrine. 
But  what  are  ye  1 — 

Thou,  who  didst  put  to  flight 
Primeval  Silence,  when  the  morning  stars, 
Exulting,  shouted  o'er  the  rising  ball ; 


ON   LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  IMMORTALITY.      63 

0  Thou !  whose  word  from  solid  darkness  struck 
That  spark,  the  Sun,  strike  wisdom  from  my  soul; 
My  soul,  wiiich  flies  to  thee,  her  trust,  her  treasure. 
As  misers  to  their  gold,  while  others  rest. 
Through  this  opaque  of  Nature  and  of  Soul, 
This  double  night,  transmit  one  pitying  ray. 

To  lighten  and  to  cheer.     O  lead  my  mind, 
(A  mind  tiiat  fain  would  wander  from  its  woe) 
Lead  it  through  various  scenes  of  life  and  death. 
And  from  each  scene  the  noblest  trutlis  inspire. 
Nor  less  inspire  my  conduct  than  my  song  ; 
Teach  my  best  reason,  reason  ;  my  best  will 
Teach  rectitude ;  and  fix  my  firm  resolve 
Wisdom  to  wed,  and  pay  her  long  arrear : 
Nor  let  the  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
C)n  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 

'I'he  bell  strikes  one.    ^Ve  take  no  note  of  time 
But  frou)  its  loss  :  to  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wise  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  spoke 

1  feel  the  solemn  sound.      If  heard  aright. 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours. 

Where  are  they  ?  With  the  years  beyond  the  flood. 

Tt  is  the  sii^nal  that  demands  dispatch  : 

I  low  much  is  to  be  done  !    My  hopes  and  fears 

Start  up  alarm'd,  and  oer  lii'c's  narrow  verge 

I^jok  down — on  what  ?  A  latlioml*  ss  abyss. 

A  dread  eternity !   how  surely  mine  ! 

And  can  eternity  b(:long  to  me, 

l*oor  pensioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august, 
llow  coni|)licate,  how  woiuh  rl'ul,  is  man  ! 
J  low  passing  wonder  Me  who  made  him  such! 
Who  centred  in  our  make  suchstrau'ie  extremes  ! 
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From  dirt'erent  natures  marvellously  mixVl, 

Connexion  exquisite  of  distant  worlds  ! 

Distingiiish'd  link  in  being's  endless  chain! 

Midway  from  nothina;  to  the  Deity  ! 

A  beam  etherial,  sullied  and  absor|>'d ! 

Though  sullied  and  dishouour'd,  still  divine ! 

Dim  miniature  of  greatness  al)s<)Iute! 

An  heir  of  glory  !  a  frail  child  of  dust ! 

Helpless  immortal !  insect  infinite  ! 

A  worm  !  a  God ! — I  tremble  at  myself, 

And  in  myself  am  lost.     At  home  a  stranger. 

Thought  wanders  u|)  and  down,  surprised,  aghast. 

And  wondering  at  her  own.    J  low  lleason  reels  ! 

O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man ! 

Triumphantly  distrcss'd  !  what  joy!  what  dread! 

Alternately  transported  and  alarm'd ; 

What  can  preserve  my  life  !  or  what  destroy  ! 

An  angel's  arm  can't  snatch  me  from  the  grave ; 

Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 

'Tis  past  conjecture  ;  all  things  rise  in  proof: 
While  o'er  my  limbs  Sleep's  soft  dominion  spreads. 
What  though  my  soul  fantastic  measures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields,  or  mourn'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods,  or  down  the  craggy  steep 
Hurl'd  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled  pool. 
Or  scaled  the  cliff,  or  danced  on  hollow  winds 
With  antic  shapes,  wdd  natives  of  the  brain  ! 
Her  ceaseless  flight,  though  devious,  speaks  her 

nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod ; 
Active,  aerial,  towering,  unconfined, 
Unfetter'd  with  her  gross  companion's  fall. 
E'en  silent  Night  proclaims  my  soul  immortal : 
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E'en  silent  Night  proclaims  eternal  day  ! 

For  liumau  weal  Heaven  husbands  all  events: 

Dull  Sleep  instructs,  nor  sport  vain  dreams  in  vain, 

^^  hy  then  their  loss  deplore,  that  are  not  lost? 
^Vhy   wanders   wretched   Tliought  their   tombs 

around 
In  infidel  distress?  Are  angels  there? 
Slumbers,  raked  up  in  dust,  etherial  fire  ? 

They  live  !  they  greatly  live  !  a  life  on  earth 
Unkindled,  unconceived,  and  from  an  eye 
Of  tenderness  let  heavenly  pity  fall 
On  me,  more  justly  numberd  with  the  dead. 
This  is  the  desert,  this  the  solitude  : 
How  populous,  how  vital  is  the  grave! 
This  is  Creation's  melancholy  vault. 
The  vale  funereal,  tiie  sad  cypress  gloom  ; 
The  lan<l  ot  apparitions,  empty  shades! 
All,  all  on  earth  is  sha<low,  all  beyond 
Is  substance;  the  reverse  is  I'ollys  creed. 
]Ic)w  solid  all,  where  change  shall  be  no  more! 

This  is  the  bud  ol"  being,  the  dim  dawn. 
The  twilight  of  our  day,  the  vestibule  : 
Lite's  th(;atre,  as  yet  is  shut,  and  Death, 
Strong  D(;ath,  alonu  can  heave  the  massy  bar, 
This  gross  impediment  of  clay  remove, 
And  make  us,  embryos  ol' existence,  free, 
from  real  life  but  little  nir)re  remote; 
Is  Ik;,  not  \(:t  a  candidate  lor  light, 
The  future  embryo,  slumbering  in  his  sire. 
Ilmbryos  we  must  be  till  we  burst  the  shell, 
Yon  ambient  azure  shell,  and  spring  to  life. 
Tin;  life  of  gods,  ( )  transport !   and  of  man. 

Y«'t  man,  fool  man  !  here  buries  all  his  thoughts. 
Inters  celestial  hopes  \Mlhout  one  sigh: 
44.  G 


C6  THE  COMPLAlNt.  K.  I. 

Prisoner  of  cartli  and  pent  beneath  the  moon, 

Here  pinions  all  his  wishes ;  wing'd  by  Heaven 

To  fly  at  infinite,  and  reach  it  there, 

AVhere  seraphs  gatlicr  immortality. 

On  liite's  fair  tree,  fast  by  the  throne  of  God, 

What  golden  joys  an)brosial  clustering  glow 

In  His  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  just. 

Where  momentary  ages  arc  no  more! 

Where  Time,  and  Fain,  and  Chance,  and  Death 

exi)ire  ! 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threescore  years 
To  push  eternity  from  human  thought. 
And  smother  souls  in)inortal  in  the  dust? 
A  soul  immortal,  spending  all  her  fires. 
Wasting  her  strength  in  strenuous  idleness, 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptured,  or  alarm'd 
At  aught  this  scene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
llesembles  ocean  into  tempest  wrought. 
To  waft  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  falls  this  censure  ?  it  o'erwhelms  myself; 
How  was  my  heart  instructed  by  the  world  ! 
O  how  self-fetter'd  was  my  groveling  soul ! 
How  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapp'd  round  and  round 
In  silken  thought,  which  reptile  Fancy  spun. 
Till  darken'd  Reason  lay  (piite  clouded  o'er 
With  soft  conceit  of  endless  comfort  here. 
Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wiugs  to  reach  the  skies  ! 

Night-visions  may  befriend,  (as  sung  above) : 
Our  waking  dreams  are  fatal.      How  1  dream'd. 
Of  things  impossible!  (could  sleep  do  more?) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change! 
Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave; 
Eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life ! 
How  richly  were  my  noontide  trances  hung 
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'\\'itli  gorgeous  tapestries  of  pictured  joys, 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective; 
Till  at  Deutli's  toll,  whose  restless  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  lor  his  millions  at  a  meal, 
Startins:  1  woke,  and  I'ouiid  mvstlf  undone. 
Where  now  my  frenzy's  pompous  furniture? 
The  cobwebb'd  cottage,  with  its  ragged  wall 
(if  mouldering  mud,  is  royalt}'  to  me  ! 
The  spider's  most  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  earthly  bliss :  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 
()  ye  bless'd  scenes  of  permanent  delight! 
Full  above  measure!  lasting  beyond  bound! 
A  perpetuity  of  bliss  is  bliss.  , 

C(nild  you,  so  rich  in  rapture,  fear  an  end. 
That  ghastly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy. 
And  (juite  un|)aradise  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  ar(.'  vuu  lodged  above  these  rolling  spheres, 
The  baleful  iutlueuce  of  whose  giddy  dance 
Sheds  sad  vicissitude  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour. 
And  rarely  for  the  better ;  or  the  l)cst 
More  mortal  than  the  common  births  of  Fate. 
Each  moment  has  its  sickle,  emulous 
Of  Time's  enormous  scythe,  wIiom;  am[)Ie  sweep 
Strikes  empires  from  the  root;  each  moment  plays 
His  little  wea|)on  in  tin;  narrower  s|)lure 
Of  sweet  dom»;,tic  comlbrt,  and  cuts  down 
'I'he  fairest  bloom  of  suhlunary  hliss. 

IJliss!  sublunary  bliss!  — proud  words,  and  vain! 
Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree! 
A  Ijoid  invasion  of  the  rii;hls  of  Heaven  ! 
I  clasp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  tin  ni  air. 
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<)  hail  I  wpigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace, 
>\  hat  darts  of  agony  had  miss'd  my  heart ! 
Death!  great  proprietor  of  all !  'tis  thine 
To  tread  ont  empire,  and  to  quench  the  stars. 
The  Sun  himself  by  thy  permission  shines, 
And,  one  day,  thou  shall  pluck  him  from  his  sphere : 
Amid  such  mighty  plunder,  why  exhaust 
Thy  partial  quiver  on  a  mark  so  mean  ? 
Why  thy  peculiar  rancinir  wreak'd  on  me? 
Insatiate  archer!  could  not  one  suffice?      [slain; 
Thy  shaft  Hew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was 
xind  thrice,  ere  thrice  yon  moon  had  lill'd  her  horn. 

0  Cynthia!  why  so  pale?  dost  thou  lament 
Thy  wretched  neighbour?  grieve  to  see  thy  wheel 
Of  ceaseless  change  outwhirl'd  in  human  life? 
How  wanes  my  borrow'd  bliss  \  from  Fortune's 
Precarious  courtesy  !  not  Virtue's  sure,      [smile, 
Self-given,  solar,  ray  of  sound  delight. 

In  every  varied  posture,  ))lace,  and  hour, 
How  widow'd  every  thouglit  of  every  joy! 
Tiiought,  busy  thought !  too  busy  for  my  peace. 
Through  the  dark  postern  of  time  long  elapsed. 
Led  softly,  by  the  stillness  of  the  night. 
Led,  like  a  murderer,  (and  such  it  proves  !)• 
Strays  (wretched  rover!)  o'er  the  pleasing  past; 
In  quest  of  wretchedness  perversely  strays. 
And  finds  all  desert  now  ;  and  meets  the  ghosts 
Of  my  departed  joys,  a  numerous  train  ! 

1  rue  the  riches  of  my  former  fate  ; 
Sweet  comforts  blasted  clusters  I  lament ; 
1  tremble  at  the  blessings  once  so  dear, 
And  every  pleasure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yet  why  complain  ?  or  why  complain  for  one  ? 
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Hangs  out  the  Sun  his  lustre  but  for  me. 
The  single  man  ?  are  angels  all  beside  ? 
I  mourn  tor  millions;  'tis  the  common  lot: 
Tn  this  shape  or  in  that  has  Tate  entail'd 
Tlie  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  born  ; 
Not  more  the  children  than  sure  heirs  of  pain. 
War,  famine,  pest,  volcano,  storm,  and  tire. 
Intestine  broils,  Oppression,  with  her  heart 
Wrapp'd  np  in  triple  brass,  besiege  mankind, 
(iods  image,  disinherited  of  day. 
Hero  plunged  in  mines,  forgets  a  Sun  was  made: 
There  beings,  deathless  as  tlicir  haughty  lord. 
Are  hammered  to  the  galling  oar  for  life. 
And  plough  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  despair. 
Some  for  hard  masters,  broken  under  arms. 
In  battle  lupp'd  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 
IJeg  bitter  bread  tlirough  realms  tluir  valour  saved, 
Jf  so  the  tyrant  or  his  minion  doom. 
Want,  and  incurable  dis»  ase,  (fell  pair!) 
On  hopeless  multitudes  remorseless  seize 
At  once,  and  make  a  refuge  of  the  grave. 
How  groaning  hospitals  eject  their  dead  I 
A\  hat  nimibers  groan  for  sad  admission  there  ! 
\\\\:i\  numbers,  once  in  I'ortmK!'s  lap  high-fed, 
Solicit  the  c(dd  hand  of  Charity  ! 
To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain  ! 
Ve  silken  sons  of   l*l(asure!   siiic(;  in  pains 
You  rue  more;  modish  visits,  visit  here. 
And  breathe  from  yourdt  banch:  give,  and  reduce 
Surfeit's  dominion  <t\r  \<>ii.      Hut  so  great 
Your  impudence,  you  blush  :it  what  is  right. 

Happy!   did  sorrow  seize  on  such  alone. 
Not  prudence  can  chfciid,  or  virtue  save. 
Disease  invades  the  chastest  temperance  ; 

(;  '2 
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And  punishment  the  j^uiltless  ;  and  alarm, 

Tluoughthickcstshades,  pursues  the  fond  of  peace. 

Man's  caution  often  into  danj^er  turns,     . 

And,  his  guard  fallinif,  crushes  him  to  death. 

Not  Happiuess  itself  makes  good  her  name  ; 

Our  very  wishes  give  us  not  our  wish. 

How  distant  oft  the  thing  we  dote  on  most 

Trom  that  for  which  we  dote,  fehcity  ! 

The  smoothest  course  of  Nature  has  its  pains, 

And  truest  frieuds,  tlnougli  error,  wound  our  rest. 

"Without  misfortune,  what  calamities  ! 

And  what  hostihties,  without  a  foe  ! 

Nor  are  foes  wautiiig  to  the  best  on  earth. 

But  endless  is  the  list  of  human  ills, 

And  sighs  migiit  sooner  fail  than  cause  to  sigh. 

A  part  how  small  of  the  terraqueous  globe 
Is  tenanted  by  man !  the  rest  a  waste. 
Hocks,  deserts,  frozen  seas,  and  burning  sands  ! 
Wild  haunts  of  monsters,  poisons,stings,  and  death. 
Such  is  Earth's  melaucholy  map  !  but,  far 
More  sad  !  this  earth  is  a  true  map  of  man  : 
So  bounded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delights 
To  Woe's  wide  empire,  where  deep  troubles  toss. 
Loud  sorrows  howl,  enveuoni'd  passions  bite, 
llavenous  calamities  our  vitals  seize, 
And  threatening  Fate  wide  opens  to  devour. 
AVhat  then  am  I,  who  sorrow  for  myself? 
lu  age,  in  infancy,  from  others'  aid 
Is  all  our  hope;   to  teach  us  to  be  kind: 
That  Natures  first,  last  lesson  to  mankind. 
The  selfish  heart  deserves  the  pain  it  feels : 
More  generous  sorrow,  while  it  sinks  exalts. 
And  conscious  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 
Nor  virtue  more  than  prudence  bids  me  give 
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Swoln  thought  a  second  channel :  who  divide, 
Thev  weaken  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief. 
Take,  then,  O  World!  thy  much-indebted  tear: 
How  sad  a  sight  is  human  happiness 
To  those,whost  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an  hour! 
()  thou  !  whate'er  thou  art,  whose  heart  exults, 
AVouldst  thou  I  should  congratulate  thy  Fate  ! 
Iknowthouwouldst;  thy  pride  demands  it fiora  me: 
Lot  thy  pride  pardon  what  thy  Nature  needs, 
Tiie  salutary  censure  of  a  friend. 
Thou  happy  wretch  !  by  blindness  thou  artbless'd; 
liy  dotage  flandled  to  perpetual  smiles. 
Know,  smiler!  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleased; 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain.  s 

IMisfortuue,  like  a  creditor  severe, 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  vast  prosperity, 
To  sting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  distress. 

Lorenzo  !    Fortune  makes  her  court  to  thee  ; 
I'hy  fond  iieart  dances  while  tlui  siren  sings. 
D«:ar  is  thy  welfare  !  think  me  not  unkind; 
T  would  not  damp,  but  to  secure  thy  joys. 
Think  not  that  fear  is  sacred  to  the  storm  ; 
Stand  on  thy  guard  against  the  smiles  of  Fate. 
Is  Heaven  tremendous  in  its  frowns'?  most  sure; 
And  in  its  favours  Ibrmidable  too: 
Its  favours  here  are  trials,  not  rewards  ; 
A  call  to  iluty,  not  disciiarge  from  care, 
And  should  alarm  us  full  as  much  as  woes, 
Awake  us  to  their  cause  and  consetpience, 
O'er  our  scann'd  conduct  give  a  jealous  eye, 
Ami  make  us  trend)le,  weigh'd  with  our  desert ; 
Awe  Nature's  tumult,  and  chastise  her  joys. 
Lest  while  we  clasp  wc  kill  them  ;  nay,  invert 
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To  worse  than  simple  misery  their  charms. 
Revolted  joys,  hkc  foes  in  civil  war. 
Like  bosom  friendships  to  resentment  sour'd. 
With  rage  enveiiom'd  rise  against  our  peace. 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness  ;  beware 
All  joys  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base. 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death. 

Mine  died  with  thee,  Philander;  thy  last  sigh 
Dissolved  the  charm;  the  disenchanted  earth 
Lost  all  her  lustre.    Where  her  glittering  towers? 
Her  golden  mountains  where?  all  darken'd  down 
To  naked  waste  ;  a  dreary  vale  of  tears. 
The  great  magician's  dead!  Thou  poor,  pale  piece 
Of  outcast  earth,  in  darkness  :  what  a  change 
From  yesterday  !  Thy  darling  hope  so  near, 
(Long-labour'd  prize !)  O  how  ambition  flush'd 
Thy  glowing  cheek !  ambition  truly  great. 
Of  virtuous  praise.     Death's  subtle  seed  within, 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner !)  working  in  the  dark, 
Smiled  at  thy  well-concerted  scheme,  and  beckon'd 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rose  so  red, 
Unfaded  ere  it  fell,  one  moment's  prey ! 

Man's  foresight  is  conditionally  wise; 
Lorenzo !  wisdom  into  folly  turns 
Oft,  the  first  instant,  its  idea  fair 
To  labouring  thought  is  born.    How  dim  our  eye ! 
The  present  moment  terminates  our  sight ; 
Clouds,  thick  as  those  on  Doomsday,  drown  the 
We  penetrate,  we  prophesy  in  vain,  [next : 

Time  is  dealt  out  by  particles,  and  each 
Are  mingled  with  the  streaming  sands  of  life. 
By  Fate's  inviolable  oath  is  sworn 
Deep  silence, — where  Eternity  begins. 
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By  Nature's  law,  what  may  be  may  be  now ; 
There's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  rise 
Than  man's  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to-morrow  ?  In  another  world. 
For  numbers  this  is  certain  ;  t!»e  reverse 
Is  sure  to  none  ;  and  yet  on  this  perhaps. 
This  peiadventure,  infamous  tor  lies. 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain-hopes,  spin  out  eternal  schemes, 
As  we  the  Fatal  Sisters  could  outspin, 
And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Not  e'en  Philander  had  bespoke  his  shroud; 
Nor  had  he  cause  ;  a  warning  was  denied. 
How  many  full  as  sudden,  not  as  safe! 
As  sutlden,  thou<j,li  for  years  admonish'd  home; 
Of  human  ills  the  last  extreme  beware; 
IJeware,  Lorenzo !  a  slow,  sudden  death  : 
How  dreadful  that  deliberate  surprise  ! 
IJe  wise  to-day ;  'tis  madness  to  defer: 
Next  day  the  fatal  j)rccedent  will  plead  ; 
Thus  on,  till  wisdom  is  pu^lTd  out  of  life. 
Procrastination  is  tlie  thief  (jf  time  ; 
Year  after  year  it  steals,  till  all  are  fled, 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 
'J'he  vast  concerns  of  an  eternal  scene. 
If  not  so  frequent,  would  not  this  be  strange? 
'I'hat  'tis  so  frefpKiit,  this  is  stranger  still. 

Of  n)an's  miiaculnns  mistakes  this  bears 
The  palm,  '  That  all  men  are  aldiiit  to  live,' 
I  or  (  vcr  on  thf  brink  of  being  horn: 
All  pay  themselves  the  eonipliuicnt  to  lliirdc 
Th(  y  on*;  day  shall  not  drivt  I,  anrl  their  [>ride 
On  iliis  revirsion  fakes  up  k  ady  jtraise; 
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At  least  their  own  ;  their  future  selves  applauds. 

How  excelleut  that  life  they  ne'er  will  lead  ! 

Time  lodged  in  their  own  hands  is  Folly's  vails  ; 

That  lodged  in  Tate's  to  wisdom  they  consign  ; 

The  thing  they  can't  but  purpose,  they  postpone. 

'Tis  not  in  folly  not  to  scorn  a  fool. 

And  scarce  in  human  wisdom  to  do  more. 

All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  man,  [deed. 

And  that  through  every  stage.    When  young,  in- 

In  full  content  we  sometimes  nobly  rest, 

Unanxious  for  ourselves,  and  only  wish. 

As  duteous  sons,  our  fathers  were  more  wise. 

At  thirty  man  suspects  himself  a  fool  ; 

Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan  ; 

At  filty  chides  his  infamous  delay, 

Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve  ; 

In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 

Resolves,  and  re-resolves  ;  then  dies  the  same. 

And  why?  because  he  thinks  himself  immortal. 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselves  ; 
Themselves,  when  some  alarniing  shock  of  Tate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  sudden 

dread : 
But  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air, 
Soon  close ;  where  past  the  shaft  no  trace  is  found. 
As  from  the  wing  no  scar  the  sky  retains. 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  tiie  keel. 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thought  of  death  : 
E'en  with  the  tender  tear  which  Nature  sheds 
O'er  those  we  love,  we  dro|)  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Philander?  that  were  strange! 
O  my  full  heart!— 13ut  should  1  give  it  vent. 
The  longest  night,  though  longer  far,  would  fail. 
And  the  lark  listen  to  my  midnight  song. 
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The  sprightly  lark's  slirill  matin  wakes  the  morn ; 

Grief's  sharpest  thorn  hartl  pressing  on  my  breast, 

I  strive,  with  wakeful  melotlj',  to  cheer 

The  sullen  gloom,  sweet  Philomel!  like  thee. 

And  call  the  stars  to  listen :  every  star 

Is  deaf  to  mine,  enamour'd  of  thy  lay. 

Yet  be  not  vain  ;  there  are  who  thine  excel. 

And  charm  through  distant  ages.     ^Vrapp'd  in 

shade. 
Prisoner  of  darkness  !  to  the  silent  hours 
How  often  I  repeat  their  rage  divine. 
To  lull  my  griefs,  and  steal  my  heart  from  woe  ! 
I  roll  their  raptures,  but  not  catch  their  fire. 
Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  thee,  Mieonides-! 
Or,  Milton  !  thee  ;   ah,  could  I  reach  your  strain  ! 
Or  his'  who  made  Mieoiiidcs  our  own. 
Man,  too,  he  sung:  immortal  man  I  sing: 
Oft  bursts  my  song  beyond  the  bounds  of  life  : 
M  hat,  now,  but  immortality  can  i)lease  ? 
O  had  he  press'd  his  theme,  pursued  the  track 
Which  opens  out  of  darkness  into  day  ! 
O  had  he  mounted  on  his  wing  of  fire, 
Soui'd  where  1  sink,  and  sung  ininiorlal  man, 
J  low  had  it  bless'd  njiiid<ind,  and  rescued  me  ! 

'    l»o|i<-. 
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RIGHT   HON.   THE   EARL  OF   WILMINGTON. 

*  When  the  cock  crew,  he  wept,' — sraote  by  that 

eye 
Which  looks  on  me,  on  all;  that  Power  who  bids 
This  midnight  sentinel,  with  clarion  shrill. 
Emblem  of  that  which  shall  awake  the  dead. 
Rouse  souls  from  slumber,  into  thoughts  ot'Heaven. 
Shall  I  too  weep?  where  then  is  fortitude? 
And  fortitude  abandon'd,  where  is  man  ? 
I  know  the  terms  on  which  he  sees  the  light : 
He  that  is  born  is  listed  :  life  is  war ; 
Eternal  war  with  woe  :  who  bears  it  best 
Deserves  it  least. — On  other  themes  I'll  dwell. 
Lorenzo  !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee 
And  thine  ;  on  themes  may  profit ;  profit  there 
Where  most  thy  need.    Themes,  too,  the  genuine 
growth 
'  Of  dear  Philanders  dust.  He  thus,  though  dead. 
May  still  befriend. — What  themes  ?  Time's  won- 
drous price, 
Death,  friendship,  and  Philandcr's  final  scene. 
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So  could  I  touch  these  themes  as  might  obtain 
Thine  ear,  nor  leave  thy  heart  ([iiite  disengaged. 
The  good  deed  would  delight  me  ;  half  impress 
On  ray  dark  cloud  an  Iris,  and  from  grief 
Call  glory'. — Dost  thou  mourn  Philander's  fate? 
I  know  thou  say'st  it :  says  thy  life  the  same? 
He  mourns  the  dead  who  lives  as  they  desire. 
A>  here  is  tliat  thirst,  that  avarice  of  Time, 
(()  glorious  avarice  !)  thought  of  death  inspires. 
As  rumour'd  robberies  endear  our  gold  t 
O  Time  I  than  gold  more  sacred ;  more  a  load 
Than  lead  to  fools,  and  fools  reputed  wise. 
A\  hat  moment  granted  man  without  account? 
W  hat  years  arc  squander'd,  NV  isilom's  debt  unpaid  ? 
Our  wealth  in  days  all  dm-  to  that  discharge. 
Ilaste,  haste,  lu;  lit  s  in  \\ait,  he's  at  the  door; 
lusiditms  Death  !   should  his  strong  hand  arrest, 
No  com[)osition  sets  the  prisoutM  tree. 
Eternity's  inexorable  chain 
Fast  binds,  and  vengeance  claims  the  full  arrear. 

How  late  1  shudderd  on  the  brink!    how  late 
Life  call'd  for  her  last  refuge  in  despair  ! 
That  time  is  mine,  O  Mead  !   to  thee  I  owe; 
I'ain  would  I  pay  thee  with  eternity, 
Hut  ill  my  gtniuH  answers  my  desire: 
My  sickly  sonii  is  mortal,  past  thy  cure. 
Accept  the  will  -.—that  clits  not  with  my  strain. 

I'or  what  calls  thy  disease,  Lorenzo?  not 
lor  Esculapian,  but  for  moral  aid. 
Thou  thinkst  it  folly  to  be  wise  too  soon. 
^Oulh  is  not  rich  in  lini(;  ;   it  may  be  |»oor: 
I'art  with  it  :is  with  moiny,  s|)aring;   pay 
No  iiioiiK  lit,  but  in  puicliase  ot  its  worth  ; 
And  what  It's  woilh.ask  di  alh-lx  (Is  ;  lli<  y  <aii  tell. 

n.  II 
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Part  with  it  as  with  life,  rehictant ;  big 
With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come  ; 
Time  higher  aim'd,  still  nearer  the  great  mark 
Ot"  men  and  angels,  virtue  more  divine. 

Is  this  onr  duty,  wisdom,  glory,  gain  1 
(These  Heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binds) 
And  sport  we  like  the  natives  of  the  bough, 
"When  vernal  suns  inspire  ?   Amusement  reigns, 
Man's  great  demand  :  to  trifle  is  to  live : 
And  is  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die? 

Thou  say'st  I  preach,  Lorenzo  !  'tis  confess'd. 
"What  if,  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  awake? 
"Who  wants  amusement  in  the  flame  of  battle  ? 
Is  it  not  treason  to  the  soul  immortal. 
Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize  1 
Will  toys  amuse  when  medicines  cannot  cure  ? 
When  spirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  scenes 
Their  lustre  lose,  and  lessen  in  our  sight, 
As  lands  and  cities  with  their  glittering  spires, 
To  the  poor  shatter'd  bark,  by  sudden  storm 
Thrown  off  to  sea,  and  soon  to  perish  there  ; 
Will  toys  amuse  ?  No  ;  thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  skies  seem  dust  upon  the  scale. 

Redeem  we  time  t — Its  loss  we  dearly  buy. 
What  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-prized  sports? 
He  pleads  Time's  numerous  blanks  ;  he  loudly 

pleads 
The  straw-like  trifles  on  Life's  common  stream. 
From  whom  those  blanks  and  trifles  but  from  thee  ? 
No  blank,  no  trifle,  Nature  made,  or  meant. 
Virtue,  or  purposed  virtue,  still  be  thine  • 
This  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once  ;  this  leaves 
In  act  no  trifle,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
This  greatens,  tills,  immortalizes  all ; 
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This  the  bless'J  art  of  turning  all  to  gold; 
This  the  good  heart's  jjvcrogative  to  raise 
A  royal  tribute  from  the  poorest  hours  : 
Immense  revenue!  every  moment  pays. 
If  nothing  more  than  purpose  in  thy  power. 
Thy  purpose  firm  is  equal  to  tiie  deed. 
AA  ho  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows 
Does  wuW,  acts  nobly  ;  angels  could  no  more. 
Our  outward  act,  indeed,  admits  restraint: 
'Tis  not  in  things  o'er  thought  to  domineer. 
Guard  well  thy  thought :  our  thoughts  are  heard 

in  Heaven  ! 
On  all-imj)ortant  time,  through  every  age, 
Though  much,  and  warm,  the  wise  have  urged, 

the  man 
Is  yet  unborn  who  duly  weighs  an  hour. 
*  I've  lost  a  day,' — the  prince  w!io  nobly  cried. 
Had  been  an  emperor  without  his  crown. 
Of  Rome  ]  saj',  rather,  lord  of  human  race  : 
lie  spoke  as  if  deputed  by  mankind. 
So  should  all  sj)eak  :  so  reason  speaks  in  all : 
I'rom  the  soft  whispers  of  that  («od  in  man, 
\Vhy  fly  to  folly,  why  to  frenzy  fly, 
lor  rescue  from  the  bits.sings  we  possess? 
Time,  the  su])r<nie! — 'lime  is  l-^ternity  ; 
Pregnant  with  all  t  tcrnity  can  give; 
I'regiiant  with  all  that  makes  archangels  smile. 
Who  murders  Time,  he  crushes  in  the  birth 
A  power  etherial,  only  not  adored. 

Ah!  how  unjust  to  Nature  and  himself 
Is  thoughtless,  thankless,  inconsistent  man  ! 
Like  cluldrc'U  bal)l)ling  nr)n>tiis(;  in  their  sports, 
\\  c  censure  Nalure  lor  a  span  too  short; 
That  s[)an  tof>  short  we  lax  as  tedious  too; 
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Torture  invention,  all  expedients  tire, 
To  lash  the  hngering  moments  into  speed. 
And  wliirl  us  (liap|)y  riddance!)  from  ourselves. 
Art,  brainless  Art!  our  furious  charioteer, 
(For  Nature's  voice  unstifled  would  recall) 
Drives  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death  ; 
Death  most  our  dread  ;  death  thus  more  dreadful 
O  what  a  riddle  of  absurdity  !  [made  : 

Leisure  is  pain  ;  takes  ottour  chariot-wheels: 
How  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life! 
Bless'd  leisure  is  our  curse  ;  like  that  of  Cain, 
It  makes  us  wander,  wander  earth  around, 
To  fly  that  tyrant  Thought.     As  Atlas  groan'd 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour : 
M\'e  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amusement ; 
The  next  amusement  mortgages  our  fields; 
Slight  inconvenience  !  prisons  hardly  frown. 
Prom  hateful  time  if  prisons  set  us  free. 
Yet  when  Death  kindly  tenders  us  relief, 
We  call  him  cruel  ;  years  to  moments  shrink, 
Ages  to  years.     The  telescope  is  turn'd: 
To  man's  false  optics  (from  his  folly  false) 
Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings. 
And  seems  to  creep,  decre|)it  with  his  age. 
Behold  him  when  pass'd  by;  what  then  is  seen 
But  his  broad  pinions  swifter  than  the  winds  ? 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  strong, 
Rueful,  aghast,  cry  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  these  errors  and  these  ills ; 
To  jVature  just,  their  cause  and  cure  explore. 
Not  short  Heaven's  bounty,  boundless  our  expense; 
No  niggard  Nature,  men  are  prodigals. 
We  waste,  not  use  our  time  ;  we  l)reathe,  not  live. 
Time  wasted  is  existence ;  used,  is  life : 
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And  bare  existence  man,  to  live  ordain'd, 
"Wrings  and  oppresses  with  enormous  weight. 
And  why  ?  since  time  was  given  for  use,  not  waste, 
Enjoin'd  to  fly,  with  tempest,  tide,  and  stars, 
To  keep  his  speed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man. 
Time's  use  was  doom'd  a  pleasure,  waste  a  pain. 
That  man  niiglit  feel  liis  error  if  unseen. 
And,  feeling,  tly  to  labour  for  his  cure ; 
Not,  blundering,  split  on  idleness  for  ease. 
Life's  cares  are  comforts ;  such  by  Heaven  design'd ; 
lie  that  has  nonemustmake  them,  or  be  wretched. 
Cares  are  employments,  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  on  a  rack,  the  rack  of  rest. 
To  souls  most  adverse,  action  all  their  joy. 

Here  then  the  riddle,  mark'd  above,  unfolds-; 
Then  Time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fooU 
We  rave,  we  wrestle  with  great  Nature's  plan ; 
^^'c  thwart  the  Deity  ;  and  'tis  decreed, 
U'ho  tiiwart  His  will  shall  contradict  their  own. 
Hence  our  unnatural  (juarrels  with  ourselves; 
Our  thoughts  at  enmity  ;  our  bosom-broil : 
AVe  ])ush  Time  from  us,  and  we  wish  him  back: 
Lavish  of  lustrums,  and  yet  fond  of  life: 
Life  wc  think  long  and  short;  death  seek  and  shun: 
IJody  and  soul,  like  peevish  man  and  wife, 
United  jar,  and  yet  are  loath  to  part. 

Oh  the  dark  «lays  of  vanity  !  while  here 
How  tasteless!  and  how  terril)Ie  when  gone! 
(ione?  they  ne'er  go;  when  i>riss'd,  they  haunt 

us  still : 
The  spirit  walks  of  every  day  <leceascd, 
And  smiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 
Nor  death  nor  life  delight  us.      If  time  past 
And  time  possess'd  both  pain  us,  what  can  please? 

Ji  2 
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That  which  tho  Deity  to  please  ordain  d, 
Time  used.     The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 
33y  vigorous  efiort  and  an  honest  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death; 
He  walks  with  Nature,  and  her  paths  are  peace. 
Our  error's  cause  and  cure  are  seen :  see  next 
Time's  nature,  origin,  importance,  speed, 
And  thy  great  gain  from  urging  his  career. — 
All-sensua!  man,  because  untouch'd,  unseen. 
He  looks  on  Time  as  nothing.     Nothing  else 
Is  truly  man's  ;  'tis  Fortune's. — Time  's  a  god  ! 
Hast  thou  ne'er  heard  of  Time's  omnipotence? 
For,  or  against,  what  wonders  can  he  do  ! 
And  will :  to  stand  blank  neuter  he  disdains. 
Not  on  those  terms  wasTime  (Heaven's  stranger!) 

sent 
On  his  important  embassy  to  man. 
Lorenzo  !  no  :  on  the  long-destined  hour, 
From  everlasting  ages  growing  ripe, 
That  memorable  hour  of  wondrous  birth. 
When  the  Dread  Sire,  on  emanation  bent. 
And  big  with  Nature,  rising  in  his  might, 
Call'd  fortli  Creation  (for  then  Time  was  born) 
ByCodheadstrt  a  miiig  through  a  thousand  worlds; 
Noton  those  terms,  from  the  great  days  of  Heaven, 
From  old  Eternity's  mysterious  orb 
Was  Time  cut  off,  and  cast  beneath  the  skies ; 
The  skies,  which  watch  him  in  his  new  abode. 
Measuring  his  motions  by  revolving  spheres. 
That  horologe  machinery  divine. 
Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  children 

Like  numerous  wings,  around  him,  as  he  flies  ; 
Or  rather,  as  unequal  plumes,  they  shape 
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His  ample  pinions,  swift  as  darted  flame, 

To  gain  his  goal,  to  reach  his  ancient  rest. 

And  join  anew  Eternity,  liis  sire; 

III  his  ininintal)inty  to  ntst, 

AViien  worlds,  that  count  liis  circles  now,  unhinged, 

(Fate  the  loud  signal  sounding)  headlong  rush 

To  timeless  niuht  and  chaos,  whence  they  rose. 

Why  spur  the  speedy  ?  why  with  levities 
New-wing  thy  short,  short  days  too  rapid  flight? 
Know'st  thou  or  what  thou  dost,  or  what  is  done? 
Man  flies  troniTinie,  and 'I'inie  from  man  :  too  soon, 
In  sad  divorce,  this  dou!)lc  lligiit  must  end; 
And  then  where  are  we  ?  where,  Lorenzo!   then. 
Thy  sports,  thy  pomps  ?   T  orant  thee  in  a  state 
Not  unandjitious  ;  in  the  ruHlud  shroud. 
Thy  Parian  toml/s  triumphant  arch  beneath, 
lias  Death  his  fopperies?  then  well  may  Life 
l*ut  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  shine. 

Ye  well-array'd  !  ye  lilies  of  our  land  I 
Ve  lilies  male  !   who  neither  toil  nor  spin, 
(As  sister-lilies  miulitj  if  not  so  wise 
As  Solomon,  moru  sumptuous  to  the  sight! 
\"i;  delicate  !   who  nolliiiit;  can  support, 
"^'ourselves  most  iusu|)portal)l(.'  !  for  whom 
'I'he  winter-rose  must  blow,  the  Siuj  put  on 
A  brighter  beam  in  Leo ;  silky-soft, 
I'avonius  !   breathe  still  softer,  or  be  chid  ; 
And  other  worlds  send  odours,  sauce,  and  song. 
Ami  robes,  and  notions,  iVamed  in  foreign  looms! 
()  ye  Loren/os  f)f  our  iine  !   who  deem 
One  mouKiiit  unamuscd  :i  misery 
Not  made  lor  feeble  man  !   who  call  aloud 
I'or  every  bauble  drivel'd  o'er  by  sense  ; 
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For  rattles  and  conceits  of  every  cast ; 
For  change  of  follies  and  relays  of  joy, 
To  drag  your  patient  through  the  tedious  length 

Of  a  short  winters  day say,  sages!  say. 

Wit's  oracles  !  say,  dreamers  of  gay  dreams  ! 
How  will  you  weather  an  eternal  night. 
Where  such  expedients  fail  ? — 

O  treacherous  Conscience  !  while  she  seems  to 
sleep 
On  rose  and  myrtle,  lull'd  with  siren  song; 
While  she  seems,  nodding  o'er  her  charge,  to  drop 
On  headlong  Appetite  the  slacken'd  rein. 
And  give  us  up  to  license,  unrecalld, 
Unniarkd  :  see,  from  behind  her  secret  stand. 
The  sly  informer  minutes  every  fault, 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 
Not  the  gross  act  alone  employs  her  pen ; 
She  reconnoitres  Fancy's  airy  band. 
A  watchful  foe  !  the  formidable  spy 
Listening,  o'erhears  the  whispers  of  our  camp. 
Our  dawning  purposes  of  heart  explores. 
And  steals  our  embryos  of  iniquity. 
As  all-rapacious  usurers  conceal 
Their  doomsday-book  from  all-consuming  heirs, 
Thus,  with  indulgence  most  severe,  she  treats 
Us  spendthrifts  of  inestimable  time. 
Unnoted,  notes  each  moment  misapplied  ; 
In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  brass 
Writes  our  holy  history,  which  Death  shall  read 
In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear. 
And  judgnn  lit  publish  ;  publish  to  more  worlds 
Than  this,  and  endless  age  in  groans  resound. 
Lorenzo  !  such  that  sleeper  in  thy  breast ; 
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Such  is  her  slumber,  and  her  vengeance  such 
For  slighted  counsel  ;  such  thy  future  peace  ; 
And  tiiiiik'st  thou  still  thou  canst  be  \\  ise  too  soon  ? 

But  whv  on  time  so  lavish  is  my  song  ? 
On  this  great  theme  kind  Nature  keeps  a  school 
To  teach  her  sons  herself.     Each  night  we  die  ; 
£ach  morn  are  born  anew  :  each  day  a  life  ! 
And  shall  we  kill  each  day  ?  If  trilling  kills. 
Sure  vice  must  butcher.     ()  what  heaps  of  slain 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us  !  Time  destroy'd 
Is  suicide,  where  more  than  blood  is  spilt. 
Time  flies,  death  urges,  knells  call,  1 1  eaven  invites, 
Hell  threatens  :  all  exerts  ;  in  etiort  all. 
More  than  creation,  labours!   Labours  more?— 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  amidst 
This  tumult  universal,  wing'd  dispatch, 
And  ardent  energy,  supinely  yaw  us  t — 
Man  sleeps,  and  niaii  alone  ;  and  man,  whose  fate. 
Fate  irreversible,  entire,  extreme, 
Fndless,  hair-hung,  breeze-shaken,  o'er  the  gulf 
A  moment  trembles  ;  drops  !  and  man,  for  whom 
All  else  is  an  alarm  ;  man,  the  sole  cause 
Of  this  surrounding  storm  !  and  yet  he  sleeps. 
As  the  storn)  rock'd  to  rest. — Throw  years  away  ? 
Throw  empires,  and  be  ijlamelcss:  moments  seize. 
Heavens  ou  their  \\  lug  :  a  moment  we  may  wish, 
\\  lien  worlds   want   w<  allli   to    biiv.      liid    Day 

stand  still, 
IJid  him  drive  back  his  car,  and  r(im|)ort 
The  period  past,  regivc  the  given  hour. 
Lorcu/o !   more  than  miracles  we  want. 
l.onn/A) — O  for  yesterdays  to  come! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  awake, 
His  ardour  such  lor  what  op|)resses  thee. 
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And  is  his  ardour  vain,  Lorenzo?  No  ; 
That  more  than  miracle  the  gods  iiidulge. 
To-day  is  yesterday  return'd ;  rcturn'd 
Full-power'd  to  cancel,  expiate,  raise,  adorn. 
And  reinstate  us  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
Let  it  not  share  its  predecessor's  fate. 
Nor,  like  its  elder  sisters,  die  a  fool. 
Shall  it  evaporate  in  fume,  fly  off 
Fuliginous,  and  stain  us  deeper  still  ? 
Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  plenty  pour'd  ? 
More  wretched  for  the  clemencies  of  Heaven  ? 

Where  shall  I  And  him?  Angels !  tell  me  where: 
You  know  him  :  he  is  near  you  ;  point  him  out. 
Shall  I  see  glories  beaming  IVom  his  brow. 
Or  trace  his  footsteps  by  the  rising  flowers  1 
Your  golden  wings,  now  hovering  o'er  him,  shed 
Protection ;  now  are  waving  in  applause 
To  that  bless'd  son  of  foresight !  lord  of  Fate  ! 
That  awful  independent  on  to-morrow  ! 
"Whose  work  is  done  ;  who  triumphs  in  the  past ; 
Whose  yesterdays  look  backwards  with  a  smile. 
Nor,  like  the  Parthian,  wound  him  as  they  fly  ; 
That  common  but  opprobrious  lot !    Past  hours, 
If  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight. 
If  folly  bounds  our  prospect  by  the  grave; 
All  feeling  of  futurity  benumb'd  ; 
All  godlike  j>assion  for  eternals  quench'd ; 
All  relish  of  realities  expired  ; 
Renounced  all  correspondence  with  the  skies; 
Our  freedom  chain'd;   (|uite  wingless  our  desire  ; 
In  sense  dark-prison'd  all  that  ought  to  soar; 
Prone  to  the  centre  ;  crawling  in  the  dust ; 
Dismounted  every  great  and  glorious  aim ; 
Imbruted  every  faculty  divine  ; 
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Heart-buried  in  the  rubbish  of  the  world. 
The  world,  that  gult"  of  souls,  innnortal  souls. 
Souls  elevate,  angelic,  wing'd  with  fire 
To  reach  the  distant  skies,  and  triumph  there 
On  thrones,  which  shall  not  mourn  their  masters 

changed ; 
Though  we  from  earth,  ethcrial  they  that  fell. 
Such  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man  ! 

Who  venerate  themselves  the  world  despise. 
For  what,  gay  friend  !  is  this  escutcheon'd  world, 
Which  hangs  out  death  in  one  eternal  night? 
A  night  that  glooms  us  in  the  noontide  ray. 
And  wraps  our  thought  at  banquets  in  the  shroud. 
Life's  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence, 
Inch  high  the  grave  above,  that  home  of  man. 
Where  dwells  the  multitude:  we  gaze  around  ; 
W^e  read  their  monuments  ;  we  sigh  ;  and  while 
^Ve  sigh  we  sink  ;  and  are  what  we  deplored  : 
Lamenting  or  lamented  all  our  lot ! 

Is  Death  at  distance?  No;  he  has  been  on  thee. 
And  given  sure  earnest  of  his  final  blow. 
Those  hours  that  lately  smiled,  where  arc  they  now? 
Pallid    to    thought,    and    ghastly  !     drowu'd,    all 

drownM 
In  that  great  deep  which  nothing  disembogues  ! 
And,  dying,  they  betpieathM  thee  sniall  renown. 
The  rest  arc  on  the  wing  :  how  fleet  their  flight  ! 
Already  has  the  fatal  train  took  fire  ; 
A  moment,  and  the  world  's  blown  uj)  to  thee  ; 
The  Sim  is  darkn(  ss,  and  the  stars  are  dust. 

"Pis  greatly  wisi'  to  talk  with  our  past  hours, 
Ancl  ask  them  what  report  they  bore  to  Heaven, 
And  how  tlify  might  have  borne  more  welcome 
news. 
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Their  answers  form  wliat  men  Experience  call ; 
If  >Visdom's  friend,  her  best ;  if  not,  worst  foe. 
O  reconcile  them  !   kind  Kxperience  cries, 
*  There's  nolhingherebutwhat  as  nothing  weighs  ; 
The  more  our  joy,  the  more  we  know  it  vain, 
And  by  success  are  tutor'd  to  despair.' 
Nor  is  it  only  thus,  but  must  be  so. 
Who  knows  not  this,  thou(;h  gray,  is  still  a  child. 
Loose  then  from  eaitii  the  grasp  of  fond  desire  ; 
Weigh  anchor,  and  some  happier  clime  explore. 
Art  thou  so  moor'd  tliou  canst  not  disengage, 
Nor  give  thy  thoughts  a  ply  to  future  scenes  t 
Since  by  life's  passing  breath,  blown  up  from  earth. 
Light  as  the  summer's  dust,  we  take  in  air 
A  moment's  giddy  Hight,  and  fall  again,  \ 

Join  the  dull  mass,  increase  the  trodden  soil. 
And  sleep,  till  Earth  herself  shall  be  no  more ; 
Since  then  (as  emmets,  their  small  world  o'erthrown) 
AVe,  sore  amazed,  from  out  earth's  ruins  crawl. 
And  rise  to  fate  extreme  of  foul  or  fair. 
As  man's  own  choice,  (controller  of  the  skies  !) 
As  man's  despotic  will,  perhaps  one  hour, 
(O  how  omnipotent  is  Time  !)  decrees  ; 
Should  not  each  warning  give  a  strong  alarm? 
Warning,  far  less  than  that  of  bosom  torn 
From  bosom,  bleeding  o'er  the  sacred  dead! 
Should  not  each  dial  strike  us  as  we  pass. 
Portentous,  as  the  written  wall  which  struck. 
O'er  midnight  bowls,  the  proud  Assyrian  pale, 
Erewhile  high-tlush'd  with  insolence  and  wine  ? 
Like  that,  the  dial  speaks,  and  points  to  thee, 
Lorenzo  !  loath  to  break  thy  banquet  up : — 
'  O  Man  !  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  thee. 
And,  while  it  lasts,  is  emptier  than  my  shade.' 
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Its  silent  language  such  ;  nor  need'st  thou  call 
Thy  Magi  to  decipher  what  it  means. 
Know,  like  the  Median,  I'ate  is  in  thy  walls  : 
Dost  ask  how?  whence?  IJelshazzar-like,  amazed: 
Man's  make  encloses  the  sure  seeds  of  death  ; 
Life  feeds  the  murderer:  ingrate  !  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurse  devours. 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  the  delusion  lies; 
That  solar  shadow,  as  it  measures  life, 
It  life  resembles  too.     Life  speeds  away 
From  point  to  point,  though  seeming  to  stand  slill. 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  swift  by  stealth : 
Too  subtle  is  the  movement  to  be  seen  ; 
Yet  soon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warnings  point  out  our  danger  ;  gnomons,  time  : 
As  these  are  useless  when  the  Sun  is  set. 
So  those,  but  when  more  glorious  Reason  shines. 
Treason  should  judge  in  all  ;  in  Reason's  eye 
That  sedentary  shadow  travels  hard; 
But  such  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong, 
So  prone  our  hearts  to  whisper  what  we  wish, 
Tis  later  with  tin;  wise  than  he's  aware. 
A  Wilmington  goes  slower  than  the  Sun  ; 
And  all  mankin<l  mistake  their  time  of  day  ; 
E'en  Age  itself.      I'resh  hopes  are  hourly  sown 
In  furrow'd  brows.      So  gentle  lile's  descent, 
We  shut  ()\iT  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain. 
We  take  fair  days  in  winter  for  the  spring, 
And  turn  our  blessings  into  bane.     Since  oft 
Man  must  coni|)ute  that  age  he  cannot  feel, 
lie  scarce  believes  he's  older  for  his  years. 
Thus  at  life's  latest  eve  we  keep  in  store 
One  disiippointuM  nt  sure,  to  crown  the  rest, 
riie  disappointiu)  lit  ot  a  |iroiiiisi  d  hour. 

t(.  1 
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On  this,  or  similar,  Philander !  thou 
Whose  mind  was  moral  as  the  preacher's  tongue. 
And  strong  to  wield  all  science  worth  the  name, 
How  often  wc  talk'd  down  the  summer's  sun. 
And  cool'd  our  passions  l)y  the  breezy  stream ! 
How  often  thaw'd  and  shorten'd  winter's  eve 
By  conllict  kind,  that  struck  out  latent  truth. 
Best  found  so  sought,  to  the  recluse  more  coy* 
Thoughts  disentangle  passing  o'er  the  lip ; 
Clean  runs  the  thread  ;  if  not,  'tis  thrown  away. 
Or  kept  to  tie  up  nonsense  for  a  song; 
Song,  fashionably  fruitless,  such  as  stains 
The  fancy,  and  unhallow'd  passion  fires. 
Chiming  her  saints  to  Cytherca's  fane. 

Know'st  tliou,  Lorenzo  !  what  a  friend  contains? 
As  bees  mix'd  nectar  draw  from  fragrant  flowers. 
So  men  from  Friendship,  wisdom  and  delight; 
Twins,  tied  by  Nature ;  if  they  part,  they  die. 
Hast  thou  no  friend  to  set  thy  mind  abroach  ? 
Good  sense  will  stagnate.    Thoughts  shut  up  want 
And  spoil,  like  bales  unopen'd  to  the  sun,       [air. 
Had  thought  been   all,  sweet  speech  had  beea 
denied  ;  [rion  too  : 

Speech!  thought's  canal;  speech!  thought's  crite- 
Thought  in  the  mine  may  come  forth  gold  or  dross; 
When  coin'd  in  word,  we  know  its  real  worth : 
If  sterling,  store  it  for  thy  future  use; 
'Twill  l)uj'  thee  benefit,  perhaps  renown. 
Thought,  too,  deliver'd,  is  the  more  possess'd ; 
Teaching  we  learn  ;  and  giving  we  retain 
The  births  of  intellect ;  when  dumb,  forgot. 
Speech  ventilates  our  intellectual  fire  ; 
Speech  burnishes  our  mental  magazine  , 
Brightens  for  ornament,  and  whets  for  use. 
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"SVhat  numbers,  sheath'd  in  erudition,  lie 
Plunged  to  the  hilts  in  venerable  tomes. 
And  rusted  in,  uho  might  have  borne  an  edge. 
And  play'd  a  sprightly  beam,  it"  born  to  speech. 
If  born  bless'd  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue ! 
'J'is  thought's  exchange,  \vhich,  like  the'  alternate 

push 
Of  waves  conflicting,  breaks  the  learned  scura. 
And  defecates  the  student's  standing  pool. 

In  contemplation  is  his  proud  resource  ? 
'Tis  poor  as  proud,  by  converse  unsustain'd. 
Jlude  thought  runs  wild  in  Contemplation's  field  ; 
Converse,  the  menage,  breaks  it  to  the  bit 
Of  due  restraint ;  and  Emulation's  spur 
Gives  graceful  energy,  by  rivals  awed. 
Tis  converse  (pialiiies  for  solitude. 
As  exercise  for  salutary  rest: 
13y  that  untutor'd,  Cont(in|)Ialion  raves  ; 
And  Nature's  fool  by  ^V  isdoni's  is  outdone. 

V^'isdom,  though  richer  than  Peruvian  mines. 
And  sweeter  than  the  sweet  ambrosial  hive. 
What  is  she  but  tiic  means  of  happiness  ? 
That  uiiobtiiin'd,  than  Jolly  more  a  tool; 
A  melancholy  fool,  without  her  bells. 
J-'riendship,  the  int.ans  of  wisdom,  richly  gives 
The  precious  end,  which  makes  our  wisdom  wise. 
Nature,  in  zeal  for  iiunian  aniify, 
Denies  or  damps  an  undivided  joy. 
Joy  is  an  import ;  joy  is  an  exchange; 
Joy  flies  monopolists  ;  it  calls  for  two: 
Kich  IVuit!  IJcaven-planted!  n(?v<  r  pluck'dby  one. 
Needful  auxiliars  are  our  IViiiids,  to  give 
To  social  man  true  relish  of  himself. 
I'ull  on  ourselves  descending  in  a  line. 


92  THE  COMPLAINT.  N.  TI. 

Pleasure's  biiglit  beam  is  feeble  in  delight : 

Delight  intense  is  taken  by  rebound ; 

Reverberated  pleasures  fire  the  breast. 

Celestial  Happiness  !  whene'er  she  stoops 

To  visit  Rarth,  one  shrine  the  goddess  finds. 

And  one  alono,  to  make  her  sweet  amends 

For  absent  Heaven — the  bosom  of  a  friend  ; 

Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft. 

Each  other's  pillow  to  repose  divine. 

Beware  the  counterfeit ;  in  passion's  flame 

Hearts  melt,  but  melt  like  ice,  soon  harder  froze. 

True  love  strikes  root  in  reason,  passion's  foe:      ^ 

Virtue  alone  entenders  us  for  life; 

I  wrong  her  much — entenders  us  for  ever. 

Of  Friendship's  fairest  fruits,  the  fruit  most  fair 

Is  Virtue  kindling  at  a  rival  fire. 
And  emulously  rapid  in  her  race. 
O  the  soft  enmity  !  endearing  strife  ! 
This  carries  Friendship  to  her  noontide  point, 
And  gives  the  rivet  of  eternity.  [themes, 

From    Friendship,  which  outlives    my  former 
Glorious  survivor  of  old  Time  and  Death! 
From  I'riendship,  thus,  that  Hower  of  heavenly  seed. 
The  wise  extract  earth's  most  hyblean  bliss, 
Superior  wisdom,  crown'd  with  smiling  joy. 

IJut  for  whom  blossoms  this  Elysian  flower? 
Abroad  they  find  who  cherish  it  at  home. 
Loren/o  !  pardon  what  my  love  extorts. 
An  honest  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 
•Though  choice  of  follies  fasten  on  the  great. 
None  clings  more  obstinate  than  fancy  fond, 
That  sacred  friendship  is  their  easy  prey, 
Caught  by  the  wafture  of  a  golden  lure. 
Or  fascination  of  a  high-born  smile. 
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Their  smiles  the  great,  and  the  coquette,  throw  out 
For  others'  hearts,  tenacious  of  their  own  ; 
Aud  we  no  less  of  ours,  when  such  the  bait. 
Ye  Fortune's  coti'erers !  ye  powers  of  \Vealth  ! 
Can  gold  gain  friendship  ?  impudence  of  hope! 
As  well  mere  man  an  an  eel  might  beget. 
Love,  and  love  only,  is  the  loan  for  love. 
Lorenzo  !  pride  re[)rcss,  nor  hope  to  find 
A  friend,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in  thee  : 
All  like  the  purchase,  few  the  price  will  pay  ; 
And  this  makes  friends  such  miracles  below. 
..     What  if  (since  daring  on  so  nice  a  theme) 
I  show  thee  friendslup  delicate  as  dear. 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  ? 
lleserve  will  wound  it,  and  distrust  destroy. 
Deliberate  on  all  things  with  tiiy  frientl : 
But  since  friends  grow  not  tliick  on  every  bough. 
Nor  every  friend  unrotten  at  the  core. 
First  on  thy  friend  deliberate  with  thyself; 
Pause,  ponder,  sift ;  not  eager  in  the  choice, 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chosen  :  fixing,  fix; 
.hidgc  before  friendship,  thru  confide  till  death. 
"\V(jli  for  thy  friend,  but  nobler  far  for  thee. 
]!ow  gallant  danger  lor  earth's  highest  prize  ! 
A  fiiinid  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can  run. 
'  Poor  is  the  friendless  master  of  a  world  : 
A  world  in  purchase  for  a  friend  is  gain.' 

So  sung  he  (angels  hear  that  angel  sing! 
Angels  from  friendship  gather  half  their  Joy) 
So  sung  Philandt.r,  as  his  friend  w(  nt  round 
In  the  rich  ii-lior,  in  the  t;(  nerous  i)lood 
Of  IJacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brf)w  solul(!,  and  ever-lau;iiiing  eye. 
lie  drank  long  health  and  virtue  to  his  friend  ; 

I  2 
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His  friend  !    who  wann'cJ   hira  more,  who  more 

inspired. 
Friendship's  tlie  wine  of  hfe  ;  but  friendsliip  new 
(Not  such  was  his)  is  neither  strong-  nor  pure. 
O !  for  the  bright  complexion,  cordial  Marmth, 
And  elevating  spirit  of  a  friend, 
Tor  twenty  summers  ripening  by  my  side; 
All  feculence  of  falsehood  long  thrown  down, 
All  social  virtues  rising  in  his  soul, 
As  crystal  clear,  and  smiling  as  they  rise  ! 
Here  nectar  flows;  it  sparkles  in  our  sight: 
llich  to  the  taste,  and  genuine  from  the  heart. 
High-flavour'd  bliss  for  gods  !  on  earth  how  rare  ! 
On  earth  how  lost! — Philander  is  no  more. 

Think'st  thou  the  theme  intoxicates  my  song  ? 
Am  I  too  warm? — Too  warm  I  cannot  be. 
I  loved  him  much,  but  now  I  love  him  more. 
Like  birds,  whose  beauties  languish,  half  couceal'd. 
Till,  mounted  on  the  wing,  their  glossy  plumes 
Expanded,  shine  with  a/ure,  green,  and  gold ; 
How  blessings  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight! 
His  flight  Philander  took,  his  upward  flight. 
If  ever  soul  ascended.     Had  he  dropp'd, 
(That  eagle  genius!)  O  had  he  let  fall 
One  feather  as  he  flew,  [  then  had  wrote 
What  friends  might  flatter,  prudent  foes  forbear, 
Rivals  scarce  damn,  and  Zoilus  reprieve. 
Yet  what  I  can  I  must:  it  were  profane 
To  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  skies. 
And  cast  in  shadows  his  illustrious  close. 
Strange  !  the  theme  most  aflecting,  most  sublime, 
Momentous  most  to  man,  should  sleep  unsung  ! 
And  yet  it  sleeps,  by  genius  unawaked, 
Painim  or  Christian,  to  the  blush  of  Wit. 
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INIan's  bighest  triumph,  man's  piotoundest  tall. 
The  death-bed  of  the  just !  is  yet  undrawn 
By  mortal  hand  ;  it  merits  a  divine : 
Angels  should  paint  it,  angels  ever  there, 
There  on  a  post  of"  honour  and  of  joy. 

Uare  I  presume,  then?  hut  Philander  bids. 
And  glory  tempts,  and  inclination  calls. 
Yet  ami  struck,  as  struck  the  soul  beneath 
Aerial  groves'  impenetralilc  gloom, 
Or  in  some  mighty  ruin's  solemn  shade. 
Or  gazing,  by  pale  lamps,  on  high-born  dust 
In  vaults,  thin  courts  of  poor  unHatter'd  kings. 
Or  at  the  midnight  altar's  hallow'd  iiame. 
It  is  religion  to  proceed :   1  pause — 
And  enter,  awed,  the  temple  of  my  theme. 
Is  it  hi-^  dcalh-bed  '.   No  ;   it  is  his  shrine: 
Behold  him  there  just  rising  to  a  god. 

The  chamber  wlu  re  the  good  man  meets  his  fate 
Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 
Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  Heaven. 
I'ly,  ye  profane  !  if  not,  draw  near  with  awe. 
Receive  the  blessing,  and  adore  tin;  chance 
That  threw  in  this  JJethcsda  your  disease: 
If  unrestored  by  this,  despair  your  cure  ; 
For  here  resistless  Dc.iuonstration  dwells. 
A  death-becl's  a  (Icteetor  of  tin;  heart  ! 
Here  tired  Dissimulation  drops  her  mask. 
Through  Life's  grimace  that  mistress  of  the  scene! 
I  l<re  real  and  apparent  are  the  same. 
V  «)U  see  the  man,  you  sec  his  hold  on  Heaven, 
It' sound  his  virtiw,  as  Phihiiider's  sound. 
I  I(av(  II  wails  not  (lit!  lust  iiioiik  iit ;  owns  her  (Viiiids 
On  this  side  death,  and  points  thent  out  to  men; 
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A  lecture  silent,  but  of  sovereign  power ! 
To  Vice  confusion,  and  to  Virtue  peace. 

AVhatevcr  farce  tlie  boastful  hero  plays. 
Virtue  alone  has  majesty  in  tleath ; 
And  greater  still,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 
Philander!  he  severely  frown'd  on  thee. 
*  No  warning  given  !  unceremonious  fate  ! 
A  sudden  rush  from  life's  meridian  joys  ! 
A  wrench  from  all  we  love !  from  all  we  are ! 
A  restless  bed  of  pain  !  a  plunge  opaque 
Beyond  conjecture  !  feeble  Nature's  dread  ! 
Strong  Reason's  shudder  at  the  dark  unknown  ! 
A  sun  extinguish'd  !  a  just-opening  grave  ! 
And,  oh!  the  last,  last;  what?  (can  words  express. 
Thought  reach  it  ?)  the  last — silence  of  a  friend  !' 
M'here  are  those  horrors,  that  amazement,  where 
This  hideous  group  of  ills  which  singly  shock? 
Demand  from  man — I  thought  hiru  man,  till  now. 

Through   Nature's  wreck,  through  vanquish'd 
agonies,  [gloom) 

(Like  the  stars  struggling  through  this  midnight 
What  gleams  of  joy !  what  more  than  hiiman  peace ! 
AVhere  the  frail  mortal,  the  poor  abject  worm? 
No,  not  in  death  the  mortal  to  be  found. 
His  conduct  is  a  legacy  for  all. 
Richer  than  Mammon's  for  his  single  heir. 
His  comforters  he  comforts  ;  great  in  ruin. 
With  unreluctant  grandeur  gives,  not  yields 
His  soul  sublime,  and  closes  with  his  fate. 

How  our  hearts  burn'd  within  us  at  the  scene  ! 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  fix'd  to  man  ? 
His  God  sustains  him  in  his  iinal  hour! 
His  fmal  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God ! 
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Man's  glory  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gaze,  we  weep  ;  mix'd  tears  of  grief  and  joy ! 
Amazement  strikes  :  devotion  bursts  to  flame  : 
Christians  adore!  and  infidels  believe! 

As  some  tall  tower,  or  lofty  mountain's  brow. 
Detains  the  Sun,  illustrious,  from  its  height, 
"While  rising  vapours  and  descending  shades, 
^V  i  th  damps  and  «larkness,  drown  the  spacious  vale ; 
L'lulamp'd  by  doubt,  undarken'd  by  despair, 
Philander  thus  augustly  rears  his  head. 
At  that  black  hour  which  general  horror  sheds 
On  the  low  level  of  the'  inglorious  throng: 
Sweet  peace,  and  heavenly  hope,  and  hunible  joy. 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  soul  ; 
Destruction  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  skies, 
^^  ith  incommunicable  lustre  bright. 
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TO  HER  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  PORTLAND. 


Ignoscenda  quiilem,  scirent  si  ignoscere  manes. 

VlRG. 


From  dreams,  where  thought  in  Fancy's  maze 

runs  mad, 
To  Reason,  that  heaven-liglited  lamp  in  man. 
Once  more  I  wake ;  and  at  the  destined  hour. 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  sworn, 
I  keep  my  assignation  with  my  woe. 

O  !  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought, 
Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  ol'  the  soul ; 
A\  ho  tliink  it  solitude  to  be  alone. 
Communion  sweet !  communion  large  and  high  ! 
Our  reason,  guardian-angel,  and  our  God  ! 
Then  nearest  these,  when  others  most  remote  ; 
And  all,  ere  long,  shall  be  remote  but  these : 
How  dreadful,  then,  to  meet  them  all  alone, 
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A  stranger  !  unacknowledged !  unapproved ! 
Now  woo  them,  wed  them,  bind  them  to  thy  breast : 
To  win  tliy  wish  creation  lias  no  more  : 

Or  if  we  wish  a  fourth,  it  is  a  friend. 

But  friends  how  mortal  !  dangerous  the  desire. 

Take  Phuibus  to  yourselves,  ye  basking  bards! 
Inebriate  at  fair  Fortune's  fountain  head. 
And  reeling  through  the  wilderness  of  joy, 
Where  Sense  runs  savage,  broke  from  Keason's 

chain. 
And  sings  false  ])eacc,  till  smother'd  by  the  pall. 
]My  fortune  is  unlike,  unlike  my  song, 
Lulike  the  Deity  my  song  invokes. 
I  to  day's  soft-eyed  sister  pay  my  court, 
(Endymion's  rival)  and  her  aid  implore, 
Now  iirst  implored  in  succour  to  the  Muse. 

Thou  wlio  didst  lately  borrow  Cynthia's'  form, 
And  modestly  forego  thine  own  :  O  thou 
W  ho  didst  thyself,  at  midnight  hours  inspire  ! 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia,  patroness  of  song? 
As  thou  her  crescent,  she  thy  character 
Assumes;  still  more  a  goddess  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits  who  dare  dispute 
This  revolution  in  the  worM  inspired  ( 
Ye  train  Pierian  !  to  the  lunar  sjthere. 
In  silent  hour,  address  your  ard(  ut  call 
l"or  aiil  immortal,  less  her  brothers  right. 
She  with  the  spheres  harmonious  nightly  leads 
The  mazy  dunce,  and  hears  their  matchless  strain, 
A  strain  for  gods,  denied  to  mortal  ear. 
Transmit  it  heard,  thou  silver  (pieen  of  Heaven  ! 
^^'hat  title  or  what  name  endears  thee  most? 
'   At  the  Duke  of  Norfolk'n  inaiiqiieradc. 
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Cyiitliia  !  Cyllcne  !  Phcebo — or  dost  hear 
With  higher  gust,  fair  Portland  of  the  skies  ? 
Is  that  the  soft  enchantment  calls  thee  down, 
More  powerful  than  of  old  Circean  charm  ? 
Come,  but  from  heavenly  banquets  with  thee  bring 
The  soul  of  song,  and  whisper  in  mine  ear 
The  theft  divine  ;  or  in  propitious  dreams 
(For  dreams  are  thine)  transfuse  it  through  the 
Of  thy  first  votary— but  not  thy  last,  [breast 

If,  like  thy  namesake,  thou  art  ever  kind. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be,  kind  on  such  a  theme; 
A  theme  so  like  thee,  a  quite  lunar  theme. 
Soft,  modest,  melancholy,  female,  fair! 
A  theme  that  rose  all  pale,  and  told  my  soul 
'Tvvas  night ;  on  her  fond  hopes  perpetual  night ; 
A  night  which  struck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp 
Than  that  which  smote  me  from  Philander's  tomb! 
Narcissa  follows  ere  his  tomb  is  closed. 
AVoes  cluster  ;  rare  are  solitary  woes  ; 
They  love  a  train  ;  they  tread  each  other's  heel ; 
Her  death  invades  his  mournful  right,  and  claims 
The  grief  that  started  from  my  lids  for  him  : 
Seizes  the  faithless,  alienated  tear. 
Or  shares  it  ere  it  falls.     So  frequent  Death, 
Sorrow  he  more  than  causes,  he  confounds ; 
For  human  sighs  his  rival  strokes  contend, 
And  make  distress  distraction.     Oh,  Philander  ! 
What  was  thy  fate  1  a  double  fate  to  me  ! 
Port(!nt  and  plain  !  a  menace  and  a  blow  ! 
Like  the  black  raven  hovering  o'er  my  peace. 
Not  less  a  bird  of  omen  than  of  prey. 
It  call'd  Narcissa  long  before  her  hour  ; 
It  call'd  her  tender  soul  by  break  of  bliss. 
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From  the  first  blossom,  from  the  buds  of  joy  ; 
Those  few  our  noxious  fate  unblasted  leaves. 
In  this  inclement  clime  of  human  life. 

Sweet  harmonist !  and  beautiful  as  sweet ! 
And  young  as  beautiful !  and  soft  as  young ! 
And  gay  as  soft !  and  innocent  as  gay  ! 
And  hap[)y  (if  aught  happy  here)  as  good  ! 
For  Fortune  fond,  had  built  her  nest  on  high. 
Like  birds  quite  excpiisite  of  note  and  plume, 
Transhx'd  by  Fate  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark) 
How  from  the  summit  of  the  grove  she  fell, 
And  left  it  unharmonious !  all  its  charm 
Extinguish'd  in  the  wonders  of  her  song  ! 
Her  song  still  vibrates  in  my  ravish'd  ear. 
Still  melting  thtie,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  her  !)  thrilling  through  my  heart. 

Song,  beauty,  youth,  love,  virtue,joy !  this  group 
Of  bright  ideas,  flowers  of  Paradise, 
As  yet  unforfeit !  in  one  blaze  we  bind. 
Kneel,  and  present  it  to  the  skies,  as  all 
We  guess  of  Heaven !  and  these  were  all  her  own  ; 
And   she  was    mine;    and  I  was — was! — most 

blcss'd— 
(iay  title  of  the  deepest  misery  I 
As  bodies  grow  more  ponderous  robl)'d  of  life, 
( iood  lost,  w  eiglis  more  in  grief,  than  gain'd,  in  joy. 
Lik<;  blossom'd  trtfs  o'«rturn'd  by  vernal  storm, 
Fovcly  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay ; 
And  if  in  death  still  lovely,  lovelier  there  ; 
Far  lovelier  !   pity  swells  the  tide  of  love. 
An«l  will  in)t  the  severe  excuse  a  sigh  ? 
Scorn  the  proud  m;ui  that  is  ashamed  to  weep. 
Our  t»ars  indulged  inch  <  d  deserve  our  shame. 
Ye  that  e'er  lost  an  angel,  pity  mc ! 

41.  ^  K 
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Soon  as  the  liistro  languished  in  her  eye. 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  human  sight. 
And  on  her  cheek,  tlie  residence  of  Spring, 
Pale  Omen  sat,  and  scatter'd  tears  around 
On  all  that  saw,  (and  wlio  wouKl  cease  to  gaze 
That  once  had  seen  I)  with  haste,  parental  haste, 
I  flew,  1  snatcird  lier  from  the  rigid  North, 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  l>h>ak  Boreas  blew. 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  Sun  ;  the  Sun 
(As  if  the  Sun  could  envy)  check'd  his  beam, 
Denied  his  wonted  succour  ;  nor  with  more 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping  than  the  bells 
Of  lilies ;  fairest  liHes,  not  so  fair  ! 

Queen  lilies  !  and  ye  painted  populace 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrosial  lives ! 
In  Hiorn  and  evening  dew  your  beauties  bathe, 
A  nd  drink  the  sun,  which  gives  your  cheeks  to  glow, 
And  outblush  (mine  excepted)  every  fair ; 
You  gladlier  grew,  ambitious  of  her  hand. 
Which  often  cro|)p'd  your  odours,  incense  meet 
To  thought  so  pure !   Ye  lovely  fugitives! 
Coeval  race  w  ith  man  !  for  man  you  smile  : 
Why  not  smile  at  him  too  ?    You  share,  indeed, 
His  sudden  pass  ;  but  not  his  constant  pain. 

So  man  is  made,  nought  ministers  delight. 
But  what  his  glowing  passions  can  engage  ; 
And  glowing  passions,  bent  on  aught  below. 
Must,  soon  or  late,  with  anguish  turn  the  scale ; 
And  anguish  after  rapture,  how  severe  ! 
Rapture?  bold  man!  wiio  tempts  the  wrath  divine. 
By  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  taste, 
AVhile  here  presuming  on  the  rights  of  Heaven. 
For  transport  dost  thou  call  on  every  hour, 
Lorenzo  ?  At  thy  friend's  expense  be  wise : 
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Lean  not  on  earth  ;  'tuill  pierce  thee  to  the  heart; 
A  broken  reed  at  best ;  but  oft  a  spear  : 
On  its  sharp  point  Peace  bleeds,  and  Hope  expires. 
Turn,  hopeless  thought !  turn  IVomher.  — Thought 
repell'd, 
Ilesentinc:  rallies,  and  wakes  CA'cry  woe. 
Snatch'd  ere  thy  prime  !   and  in  thy  bridal  hour! 
And  when  kind  Fortune,  with  thy  lover  smiled  ! 
And  when  high-flavour'd  thy  t'resh-opcning  joys  ! 
And  when  blind  man  pronounced  thj^  bliss  com- 
plete! 
And  on  a  foreign  shore,  where  strangers  wept! 
Strangers  to  thee,  and,  more  surprising  still. 
Strangers  to  kindness,  wept.     Their  eyes  let  fail 
Inhuman  tears ;  strange  tears  !  that  trickled  down 
From  marble  hearts  !  obdurate  tenderness  ! 
A  tenderness  that  call'd  them  more  severe, 
In  spite  of  Nature's  soft  persuasion  steel'd: 
While  Nature  melted.  Superstition  raved  ; 
That  mourn'd  the  dead,  and  (his  denied  a  grave. 
Their  sinhs  incensed  ;  sighs  foreign  to  the  will ! 
I'iieir  will  the  tiger-suckM  outraged  the  storm: 
For,  oh  !   llie  ciused  uii:;<)(llin(  ss  of  Zoal ! 
While  sinful  flesh  relented,  spirit  nursed 
III  lilitiii  liilallibility's  eiiil)r:H-(', 
Tiie  saintcil  spirit  petrified  the  breast : 
Denied  the  charity  of  dust  to  spread 
O'er  dust !  a  charily  their  dogs  enjoy. 
What  could  I  do?  what  succour?  what  resource? 
A^'ith  pious  sacrilege  a  grave  I  stole; 
\\  ith  impious  piety  that  grave  I  wrong'd  ; 
Short  in  my  duty,  coward  in  my  grief! 
More  like  her  niiird(r(  r  than  liiciid,  I  crcjit 
^V'ith  soft-suspendcfl  st(  p,  and,  mullled  deep 
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In  midnight  darkness,  whisper'd  my  last  sigh. 
I  whisjiei'd  what  shoiddccho  througli  their  realms. 
Nor  writ  her  name,  whose  tomb  should  pierce  the 

skies. 
Presumptuous  fear !  how  durst  I  dread  her  foes, 
AVhile  Nature's  loudest  dictates  I  obey'd '( 
Pardon  necessity,  bless'd  shade  !  of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  bursts  I  pour'd  ; 
Half  execration  mingled  with  my  prayer; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  1  his  (iod  adored  : 
Sore  grudged  the  savage  land  her  sacred  dust; 
Stamp'd  the  cursed  soil ;  and  with  humanity 
(Denied  Narcissa)  wish'd  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows  my  resentment  into  guilt?  what  guilt 
Can  equal  violations  of  the  dead? 
The  dead  how  sacred  !  sacred  is  the  dust 
Of  this  hcaven-labour'd  form,  erect,  divine  ! 
This  heaven-assumed,  majestic,  robe  of  earth 
He  deign'd  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vast  expanse 
With  azure  bright,  and  clothed  the  Sun  in  gold. 
When  every  passion  sleeps  that  can  oftend  ; 
When  strikes  us  every  motive  that  can  melt ; 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancour  uncontroll'd. 
That  strongest  curb  on  insult  and  ill-will ; 
Then!  spleen  to  dust?  the  dust  of  innocence? 
An  angel's  dust! — This  Lucifer  transcends; 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones. 
'Twas  not  the  strife  of  malice,  but  of  pride  ; 
The  strife  of  pontitt  pride,  not  pontitf  gall. 

Far  less  than  this  is  shocking  in  a  race 
Most  wretched,  but  from  streams  of  mutual  love  ; 
And  uncreated,  but  for  love  divine  ; 
And  but  for  love  divine  this  moment  lost. 
By  Fate  resorb'd,  and  sunk  in  endless  night. 
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Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !  of  horrid  tilings 
Most  horrid !  mid  stupendous  highly  strange  ! 
Yet  oft  his  courtesies  are  smoother  wrongs  ; 
Pride  brandishes  the  favours  he  confers, 
And  contumehous  his  humanity  : 
A^'hat  then  his  vengeance  ?  Hear  it  not,  ye  Stars  I 
And  thou,  pale  Moon  !  turn  paler  at  the  sound, 
Man  is  to  man  llie  sorest,  surest  ill. 
A  previous  blast  foretells  the  rising  storm  ; 
O'erwhelmiiig  turrets  threaten,  ere  they  fall; 
Volcanos  bellow,  ere  they  disembogue ; 
Earth  trembles,  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour  ; 
And  smoke  betrays  the  wide-consuming  lire: 
Ruin  from  man  is  most  conceal'd  when  near. 
And  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  this  the  flight  of  Fancy?  would  it  were  ! 
Heaven's  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but  himself. 
That  hideous  sight,  a  naked  human  heart. 

Fired  is  the  Muse  ?  and  let  the  IMusc  be  fired: 
A^  ho  not  inflamed,  when  wiiat  he  speaks  he  feels, 
And  in  the  nerve  most  tender,  in  his  fiicnds; 
Shame  to  mankind!   Philander  had  his  foes; 
J  fe  felt  the  truths  I  sing,  and  L  in  him : 
JJut  he  nor  I  feel  more.     Past  ills,  Xarcissa ! 
Are  sunk  in  thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heart, 
A\  liieh  bleeds  with  other  cares,  with  other  pangs. 
Pangs  numerous  as  the  numerous  ills  thatswarm'd 
O'er  thy  disliiiguish'd  fate,  and,  clustering  there. 
Thick  as  the  locust  on  IIk;  laud  of  jNile, 
Made  tleath  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
Reflect  (if  not  forgot  my  touching  tale) 
How  was  each  circumstance  with  aspics  ana'd  ! 
An  aspic  each,  and  all  an  hydra-woe. 

k2 
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AVhat  strong-  Herculean  virtue  could  suffice? — 
Or  is  it  virtue  to  be  concjucr'il  here  ? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews, 
And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  distinct  distress. 
And  each  distress,  distinctly  jnourn'd,  demands 
Of  grief  still  more  as  heighten'd  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  this  proprietors  excludes: 
Not  friends  alone  such  obsequies  deplore ; 
They  make  niaiikmd  the  mourner ;  carry  sighs 
Far  as  the  fatal  lame  can  wing  her  way, 
And  turn  the  gayest  thought  of  gayest  age 
Down  their  riiiht  channel,  through  the  vale  of  death. 

The  vale  of  death  !  that  luish'd  Cimmerian  vale. 
Where  Darkness,  brooding  o'er  unfmish'd  fates, 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
(Dread  day  !)  that  interdicts  all  future  change; 
That  subterranean  world,  that  land  of  ruin  ! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo!  for  proud  human  thought! 
There  let  my  thoughts  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balsamic  truths  and  healing  sentiments. 
Of  all  most  wanted,  and  most  welcome,  here. 
1-or  gay  Lorenzo's  sake,  and  for  thy  own. 
My  soul !  '  The  fruits  of  ilying  friends  survey  ; 
Expose  the  vain  of  life  ;  weigh  life  and  death; 
Give  Death  his  eulogy;  thy  fear  subdued; 
And  labour  that  lirst  palm  of  noble  minds, 
A  maidy  scorn  of  terror  from  the  tomb.' 

This  harvest  reap  from  thy  Narcissa's  grave. 
As  poets  feign'd  from  Ajax'  streaming  blood 
Arose,  with  grief  inscribed,  a  mournful  flower. 
Let  wisdom  blossom  IVom  my  mortal  wound. 
And  (irst,  of  dying  friends  ;  what  fruit  from  these? 
It  brings  us  njoro  than  triple  aid  ;  an  aid 
To  chase  our  thoughtlessness,  fear,  pride,  and  guilt. 
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Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  like  a  cloud, 
To  dump  our  brainless  ardours,  and  abate 
That  glare  of  life  whicii  often  blinds  the  wise. 
Our  dying  friends  are  pioneers,  to  smooth 
Our  rugged  pass  to  death  ;  to  break  those  bars 
Of  terror  and  abhorrence  Nature  throwg 
Cross  our  obstructed  way,  and  thus  to  make 
Welcome,  as  safe,  our  port  from  every  storm. 
Each  friend  by  Fate  snatch'd  from  us  is  a  plume, 
Pluck'd  from  the  wing  of  iniman  vanity, 
Whicii  makes  us  stoop  from  our  aerial  heights, 
And  dnmpd  with  omen  of  our  own  decease, 
On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'd, 
.Just  skim  earth's  surface  ere  we  break  it  up. 
O'er  putrid  earth  to  scratch  a  little  dust. 
And  save  the  world  a  nuisance.    Smitten  friends 
Are  angels  sent  on  errands  full  of  love  ; 
For  us  they  languish,  and  for  us  they  die  : 
And  shall  tlu  y  languish,  shall  they  die,  in  vain? 
Ungrateful,  shall  we  grieve  their  hovering  shades. 
Which  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts^ 
Shall  we  disdain  their  silent,  soft,  address, 
Their  posthumous  advice,  and  pious  prayer? 
Senseless  as  herds  that  graze  their  hallow'd  graves, 
Tread  under  foot  tluir  agonies  and  ;^roans, 
frustrate  their  an^tiish,  and  dt  stroy  their  dciiths  ? 

Ixjrc-n/.o!   no;   the  tlioiit:li(  of  death  indulge  ; 
(iive  it  its  whohsonif  <:in|»ire!   let  it  reign. 
That  kin<l  <;hastis(r  of  thy  soul,  in  joy  ! 
Jts  reign  will  spread  thy  glorious  concpiests  far, 
And  still  the  tumults  of  thy  milled  breast. 
Auspicious  era  !   golden  day-;,  begin  ! 
Tlu!  thought  of  death  shall,  like  a  god,  inspire. 
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And  wliy  not  think  on  death  ?  Is  life  the  thenio 
Of  every  thought?  and  wish  of  every  hour  1 
And  song  of  every  joy?  surprising  truth  ! 
The  beaten  spaniel  s  fondness  not  so  strange. 
To  wave  the  numerous  ills  that  seize  on  life 
As  their  own  property,  their  lawful  prey  ; 
Ere  man  has  measured  half  his  weary  stage, 
His  luxuries  have  Mt  him  no  reserve. 
No  maiden  rehshes,  unbroach'd  delights  : 
On  cold-served  repetitions  ho  subsists, 
And  in  the  tasteless  present  chews  the  past ; 
Disgusted  chews,  and  scarce  can  swallow  down. 
Like  lavish  ancestors,  his  earlier  years 
Have  disinherited  his  future  hours. 
Which  starve  on  orts,  and  glean  their  former  field. 
Live  ever  here,  Lorenzo  ! — shocking  thought ! 
So  shocking !  they  who  wish,  disown  it  too  ; 
Disown  from  shame,  what  they  from  folly  crave. 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  see  the  light? 
Por  what,  live  ever  here? — with  labouring  step 
To  tread  our  former  footsteps  ?  pace  the  round 
Eternal  ?  to  climb  life's  worn  heavy  wheel, 
Which  draws  up  nothing  new?  to  beat,  and  beat, 
The  beaten  track  ?  to  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?  to  surfeit  on  the  same, 
And  yawn  our  joys?  or  thank  a  misery     [seen  ? 
Por  change  though  sad !    to   see  what  we  have 
Hear,  till  unheard,  the  same  old  slabber'd  tale? 
To  taste  the  tasted,  and  at  each  return 
Less  tasteful  ?  o'er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vijitage  ?  strain  a  flatter  year 
Through  loaded  vessels,  and  a  laxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  machines  to  grind  Earth's  wasted  fruits  ! 
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HI  ground,  and  worse  concocted  !   load,  not  life  I 
The  rational  foul  kennels  of  excess  ! 
Still-streaming  thoroughfares  of  dull  debauch  ! 
Trembling  each  gulp,  lest  Death  should  snatch 
the  bowl. 
Such  of  our  fine  ones  is  the  wish  refined! 
So  would  they  have  it :  elegant  desire  ! 
"Why  not  invite  the  bellowing  stalls  and  wilds  ? 
But  such  example  s  miglit  tlu  ir  riot  awe. 
Through  want  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  .of  thought, 
(Though  on  bright  Thought  they  father  all  their 

flights) 
To  what  are  they  reduced  ?  to  love  and  hate 
The  same  vain  world  ;  to  censure  and  espouse* 
Tliis  painted  shrew  of  life,  who  calls  them  fool 
Each  moment  of  each  »lay  ;   to  flatter  bad, 
'I'hrougli  dread  of  worse  ;  to  cling  to  this  rude  rock. 
Barren  to  them  of  good,  and  sharp  with  ills. 
And  hourly  blacken'd  with  impending  storms, 
And  infamous  for  wrecks  of  hun)an  hope — 
Scared  at  the  gloomy  gulf  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  arc  their  trium|)hs  !   such  their  pangs  of  joy ! 
lis  lime,  hi^h  tiuic,  to  shift  this  dismal  scene. 
'I'liis  hugg'd,  this  hideous  state,  what  art  can  cure? 
<  )ne  only,  but  that  <uie  what  all  may  reach  : 
\  irtue  — sIm;,  wonder-working  gotldess  !   charms 
That  rock  to  bloom,  and  tames  the  painted  shrew; 
And  what  will  more  surprise,  Lorenzo!   gives 
To  life's  sick,  nauseous  iteration,  change; 
And  straighten's  Nature's  circle  to  a  line. 
JJelievest  thou  this,  Lorenzo?  lend  an  ear, 
A  patient  car;  thoult  blush,  to  ilisbelievc. 

A  languid,  leaden  il(:ralu»n  reigns. 
And  <ver  must,  o'er  those  whose  joys  are  jfiys 
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Of  sight,  smoll,  taste.     Tlie  cuckoo-seasons  sing 
The  same  dull  note  to  such  as  nothing  prize 
But  what  those  seasons,  from  the  teeming  earth. 
To  doting  sense  indulge  :  but  nobler  minds, 
Which  rehsh  fruits  unripen'd  by  the  Sun, 
Make  their  days  various  ;  various  as  the  dyes 
On  the  dove's  neck,  which  wanton  in  liis  rays. 
On  minds  of  dove-hke  innocence  possess'd. 
On  hghten'd  minds,  that  bask  in  Virtue's  beams. 
Nothing  hangs  tedious,  nothing  old  revolves 
In  that  for  which  they  long,  for  which  they  live. 
Their  glorious  etlorts,  wing'd  with  heavenly  hope. 
Each  rising  morning  sees  still  higher  rise ; 
Each  bounteous  dawn  its  novelty  presents 
To  worth  maturing,  new  strength,  lustre,  fame ; 
While  Nature's  circle,  like  a  chariot-wheel 
Kolling  beneath  their  elevated  aims, 
Makes  their  fair  prospect  fairer  every  hour, 
Advancing  virtue  in  a  line  to  bliss  ; 
Virtue,  w liich  Cinistian  motives  best  inspire  ; 
And  bliss,  which  Christian  schemes  alone  ensure  ! 
And  shall  we  then,  for  Virtue's  sake,  commence 
Apostate,  and  turn  infidels  for  joy  ? 
A  truth  it  is  few  doubt,  but  fewer  trust, 
'  He  sins  agair.st  this  life,  who  slights  the  next.' 
What  is  this  lifu  ?  how  few  their  favourite  know! 
Eond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace, 
By  passionately  loving  Life,  we  make 
Loved  Life  unlovely,  hugging  her  to  death. 
We  give  to  time  eternity's  regard, 
And  dreaming,  take  our  passage  for  our  port. 
Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means; 
An  end  deplorable  !  a  means  divine  ! 
When  'tis  our  all,  'tis  nothing :  worse  than  nought; 
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A  nest  of  pains :  when  held  as  nothing,  much. 
Like  some  fair  humourists,  Hfe  is  most  enjov'd 
When   courted   least ;    most    worth   when    dis- 

esteem'd  ; 
Then  'tis  the  seat  of  comfort  rich  in  peace  ; 
In  prospect  richer  far  ;  important !  awful ! 
Not  to  be  mention'd  but  with  shouts  of  praise  ! 
Not  to  be  tliought  on  but  with  tides  of  joj' ! 
The  niiffhty  basis  of  eternal  bhss ! 

Where  now  the  barren  rock?  the  painted  shrew? 
Where  now,  Lorenzo,  hfe's  eternal  round  ? 
Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promise  good  ? 
Vain  is  the  world,  but  only  to  the  vain. 
To  what  compare  we  then  this  varying  scene,        ' 
Whose  worth,  ambiguous,  rises  and  declines. 
Waxes  and  wanes?  (in  all  propitious  Night 
Assists  me  here)  com|)are  it  (o  the  moon ; 
Dark  in  herself,  and  indigent,  i)ut  rich 
In  borrow'd  lustre  from  a  higher  sphere. 
When  gross  guilt  interposes,  labouring  Earth, 
O'ershadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  eclipse  of  joy; 
Her  joys,  at  brightest,  [lallid  to  that  font 
i)i'  full  cn'ulgeiit  glory  wlniice  ihey  flow. 

Nor  is  that  glory  distant.     Oh,  Lorenzo! 
A  good  man  and  an  angel  !   these  Ix  t\ve«n 
How  thin  the  barrier  !   what  divides  their  fate  i 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year; 
Or  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  still ; 
A  moment,  or  Eternity's  forgot. 
Then  be  what  once  they  were  who  now  arc;  gods; 
Be  what  Philander  was,  and  claim  the  skies. 
Starts  timid  Nature  at  tin   izloorny  pass? 
The  soft  transition  call  if,  ami  be  clM(!r'd  : 
Such  it  is  often,  and  \vliy  not  to  thee? 
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To  hope  the  best  is  pious,  brave,  and  wise, 
And  may  itself  procure  what  it  presumes. 
Life  is  much  flatter'd,  Death  is  much  traduced; 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
'  Strange  competition !' — True,  Lorenzo  !  strange  ! 
So  little  life  can  cast  into  the  scale. 

Life  makes  the  soul  dependent  on  the  dust, 
Death  gives  her  wings  to  mount  above  the  spheres. 
Through  chinks,  styled  organs,  dim  life  peeps  at 

light; 
Death  bursts  the'  involving  cloud,  and  all  is  day: 
All  eye,  all  ear,  the  disembodied  power. 
Death  has  feign'd  evils  Nature  shall  not  feel ; 
Life,  ills  substantial  wisdom  cannot  shun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  sun  of  Heaven  ! 
By  tyrant  Life  dethroned,  iniprison'd,  pain'd  ? 
By  Death  enlarged,  ennobled,  deified  ? 
Death  but  entombs  the  body,  life  the  soul. 

'  Is  Dc'ath  then  guiltless  ?  Jrlow  he  marks  his  way 
With  dreadful  waste  of  what  deserves  to  shine  ! 
Art,  Genius,  Fortune,  elevated  pov,'er! 
With  various  lustres  these  light  up  the  world, 
Which  Death  put  out,  and  darkens  human  race.' 
I  grant,  Lorenzo!  this  indictment  just: 
The  sage,  peer,  j)otentate,  king,  conqueror  ! 
Death  humbles  these  ;  more  barbarous  Life,  the 

man. 
Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  clay  ; 
Death  of  the  spirit  infinite  !  divine  ! 
Death  has  no  dread  but  what  frail  Life  imparts. 
Nor  Life  true  joy  but  what  kind  Death  improves. 
No  bliss  has  Life  to  boast,  till  Death  can  give 
Far  greater.     Life 's  a  debtor  to  the  grave ; 
Dark  lattice  !  letting  in  eternal  day. 
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Lorenzo  !    blush  at  fondness  for  a  life 
AVhicli  sends  celestial  souls  on  errands  vile, 
To  cater  for  the  sense,  and  serve  at  boards 
^^  here  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
Each  reptile,  justly  claims  our  upper  hand. 
Luxurious  feast !   a  soul,  a  soul  iuiuiortal. 
In  all  the  dainties  of  a  brute  bemired  ! 
Lorenzo  !  blush  at  terror  for  a  death 
\\  hich  gives  thee  to  r([)ose  in  festive  bowers, 
\Vhere  nectars  sparkle,  angels  minister. 
And  more  than  angels  share,  and  raise,  and  crown, 
And  eternize,  the  birth,  bloom,  bursts  of  bliss. 
"What  need  I  more? — O  Death!  the  |)altn  is  thine. 

Then  welcome.  Death!  thy  dreaded  harbin"er's, 
Age  and  disease;  Disease,  though  long  my  guest, 
'J'liat  plucks  my  nerves,  those  tender  strings  of  life: 
^^  hich  pluck'd  a  little  more,  \\ill  toll  llie  bell 
'I'liat  calls  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral  ; 
A\  here  feeble  Nature  drops,  perhaps,  a  tear. 
While  Keason  and  Religion,  better  taught. 
Congratulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
W  ifh  wreath  triumphant.      Death  is  victory  ! 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  lile  : 
I, list  and  Ambition,  ^^'rath  and  Avarice, 
Drai:g'd  at  his  chariot-wheel,  applaud  his  power. 
That  ills  corrosive,  cares  importunate. 
Are  not  immortal  too,  <)  Death  !  is  thine. 
Our  day  of  dissolution  ! — name  it  right, 
'I'is  our  great  |tay-<lay;    lis  our  harvest  rich 
And  ripe.      W  hat  tlioiinh  the  siekle,  sometimes 

keen, 
.bist  scars  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  grain  ! 
Mi)re  than  thy  balm,  < )  (iile.id  !    he;ils  the  woimd, 
JJiith's  feelile  <r\  ,  :iiiil  l)(  atlis  deep  dismal  gro.iii 
41.  L  ' 
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Arc  slender  tributes  low-tax'd  Nature  pays 
For  mighty  gain  :  the  gain  ot"  each  a  hfe  ! 
But,  O !  the  last  the  former  so  transcends. 
Life  dies,  compared;  Life  lives  beyond  the  grave. 
And  feel  I,  Death !  no  joy  from  thoughtof  thee? 
Death !  the  great  counsellor,  who  man  inspires 
With  every  nobler  thought  and  fairer  deed! 
Death  !  the  deliverer,  who  rescues  man  ! 
Death !  the  rewarder,  who  the  rescued  crowns  ! 
Death  !  that  absolves  my  birth,  a  curse  without  it! 
Eich  Death  !  that  realizes  all  my  cares, 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes;  without  it  a  chimera  ; 
Death  !  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy  ; 
Joy's  source  and  subject  still  subsist  unhurt ; 
One  in  my  soul,  and  one  in  her  great  sire. 
Though  the  four  winds  were  warring  for  my  dust. 
Yes,  and  from  winds  and  waves,  and  central  night. 
Though  prison'd  there,  my  dust,  too,  I  reclaim, 
(To   dust  when   drop   proud    Nature's    proudest 

spheres) 
And  live  entire.     Death  is  the  crown  of  life  ! 
Were  death  denied,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain: 
Were  death  denied,  to  live  would  not  be  life : 
Were  death  denied,  e'en  fools  would  wish  to  die. 
Death  wounds  to  cure;  we  fall,  we  rise,  we  reign  ! 
Spring  from  our  fetters,  fasten  in  the  skies. 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight. 
Death  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  lost: 
This  king  of  terrors  is  tin;  prince  of  peace. 
When  shall  1  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death  ? 
When  shall  1  die? — when  shall  I  live  for  ever? 
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NIGHT  IV 


'.\)c  Cl)rl$tian  ^viumpj* 


containing 

oi;r  only  cure  for  the  fear  of   death,  and  proper 
sf.ntiments  of  heart  on  that  inestimable  ui.ess1s£, 


ro  il;c  lion.  ittr.  'Qoxke, 

A  MUCH  indebted  Muse,  O  Yorke !  intrudes. 
Amid  tlie  smiles  of  fortune  and  of  youth, 
Thine  ear  is  patient  of  a  scricnis  song-. 

Now  deep  implanted  in  th(!  breast  of  man 
The  dread  of  d(  alh  !   T  sing  its  sovereign  enre. 

\V  hy  start  at  Death  i  where  is  he 't  Death  arrived, 
Is  past;  not  come,  or  gone;  he's  never  here. 
I'>e  hope,  sensation  fails.     UlacU-boding  mail 
Keceives,  not  suffers,  Deallis  trciiK  ndoiis  blow. 
The  knell,  the  shroud,  the  iiiaKock,  ;ind  th«;  grave* 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darkness,  and  the  worm; 
These  are  the  buglxars  oi  a  winter's  eve. 
The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  th(!  dead, 
luiaginalion's  fool,  and  lliror's  wretch, 
iMan  makes  a  deatli  which  Nature  never  made  : 
Then  on  the  point  of  Iiis  own  fancy  falls, 
\n<l  feels  a  thousand  deaths  in  fearing  one. 
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But  were  Death  frightful,  what  has  age  to  fear? 
If  j)ru(lent,  a<re  sliould  iiieet  the  friendly  foe, 
Anil  shelter  in  his  ho.spital)le  gloom. 
I  scarce  can  meet  a  monument,  hut  holds 
INIy  younger  ;  every  date  cries — '  Come  away.' 
And  what  recalls  me?  look  the  world  around. 
And  tell  me  what :  the  wisest  cannot  tell. 
Should  any  born  of  woman  give  his  thought 
Full  range,  on  just  Dislike's  uidjounded  iield ; 
Of  things  the  vanity,  of  men  the  flaws  ; 
riaws  in  the  best ;  tlie  many,  Haw  all  o'er; 
As  leopards  spotted,  or  as  Kthiops  dark  ; 
Vivacious  ill  ;  good  dying  immature; 
(How  immature,  Narcissa's  marble  tells  !) 
And  at  its  death  bequeathing-  endless  pain  ; 
His  heart,  though  bold,  would  sicken  at  the  sight, 
And  spend  itself  in  sighs  for  future  scenes, 

But  grant  to  life  (and  just  it  is  to  grant 
To  lucky  life)  some  perquisites  of  joy; 
A  time  there  is  when,  like  a  thrice-told  tale, 
Long-rifled  life  of  sweet  can  yield  no  more, 
But,  from  our  comment  on  the  comedy, 
Pleasing  reflections  on  parts  well-sustain'd. 
Or  purposed  emenilations  where  we  fail'd. 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  Judge, 
A>'hcn,  on  their  exit,  souls  are  bid  unrobe. 
Toss  Tortune  back  her  tinsel  and  her  plume. 
And  drop  this  mask  of  flesh  behind  the  scene. 

AVith  me  that  time  is  come;  my  world  is  dead; 
A  new  world  rises,  and  new  manners  reign : 
Foreign  comedians,  a  spruce  band  !  arrive. 
To  push  me  from  the  scene,  or  hiss  me  there. 
AV  hat  a  pert  race  starts  up  !  the  strangers  gaze. 
And  1  at  them  ;  my  neighbour  is  unknown  ; 


THE  CHRISTIAN  TRIUMPH.  117 

Nor  that  the  worst.     Ah  me  !  the  dire  eft'ect 
Of  loitering  here,  of  death  defrauded  long. 
Of  old  so  gracious  (and  let  that  sulKce) 
My  very  master  knows  me  not. 

Shall  r  dare  say  peculiar  is  my  fate? 
I've  been  so  long  remember'd,  I'm  forgot. 
An  object  ever  pressing  dims  tlie  sight, 
And  hides  behind  its  ardour  to  be  seen. 
When  in  his  courtiers'  ears  I  pour  my  plaint. 
They  drink  it  as  the  nectar  of  the  great, 
And  squeeze  my  hand, and  beg  me  come  to-morrow. 
1{(  fiisal  !  canst  thou  wear  a  smoother  form  ? 

Indulge  me,  nor  conceive  1  dro|)  my  theme. 
\\'ho  cheapfus  life  al)ates  the  fear  of  tleath. 
Twice  told  the  periiid  spent  on  slubl)oni  Troy, 
Court-favour,  yet  unlakcn,  I  besii  <;•«  ; 
Ambition's  ill-judged  (;rtort  to  be  rich. 
Alas!  ambition  makes  my  little  less, 
Imbiltering  the  possess'd.     Why  wish  for  more? 
"Wishing,  of  all  (  inployments  is  the  worst; 
Philosophy's  reverse,  and  Ik  altlTs  decay  ! 
Were  1  as  plump  as  stall'il  TluoloiiV, 
M'ishing  would  waste  me  lo  this  shade  again. 
Were  1  as  wc.-allhy  as  a  South  Sea  dream. 
Wishing  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor. 
Wishirrg,  that  constant  hectic  of  a  fool. 
Caught  at  a  court,  j)uri:ed  olf  by  purer  air 
And  simpler  diet,  git'ls  of  rural  life  ! 

Jiless'd  !)(•  that  hand  diviut,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  rest,  be  in  alli  this  Iniuilile  shed. 
The  world's  a  stately  bark,  on  dangerous  seas 
With  pleasure  seen,  but  boarded  at  our  peril : 
Here  on  a  single  plank,  thrown  safe  ashore, 
1  liear  the  tumult  of  the  distant  throng, 

l>2 
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As  that  of  seas  remote,  or  dying,-  storms  ! 
And  meditate  on  scenes  more  silent  still ; 
Pnrsue  my  theme,  and  (iuht  the  fear  of  death. 
Here,  like  a  shei)hcrd  g,azing  from  his  hut, 
Touching  his  reed,  or  leaning  on  his  staff. 
Eager  x\mbition's  fiery  chase  1  see ; 
1  see  the  circling  hunt  of  noisy  men 
Burst  law's  enclosure,  leap  the  mounds  of  right. 
Pursuing  and  pursued,  each  other's  prey  ; 
As  wolves  for  rapine,  as  the  fox  for  wiles. 
Till  Death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earths  them  all. 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  i 
What  thousili  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame  ? 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in,  '  J  I  ere  he  lies;' 
And  '  dust  to  dust'  concludes  her  noblest  song. 
If  this  song  lives,  posterity  shall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  born,  \\\tU  courtiers  bred, 
Who  thought  e'en  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late; 
Nor  on  his  subtle  death-bed  plaiin'd  his  scheme 
Tor  future  vacancies  in  church  or  state 
Some  avocation  deeming  it — to  die  ; 
Unbit  by  rage  canine  of  dying  rich. 
Guilt's  bluncler  !  and  the  loudest  laugh  of  Hell. 

O  my  coevals  !  remnants  of  yourselves  ! 
Poor  human  ruins  tottering  o'er  the  grave  ! 
Shall  we,  shall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees. 
Strike  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  closer  cling, 
Still  more  enamour'd  of  this  wretched  soil  ? 
Shall  our  pale  wither'd  hands  be  still  stretch'd  out. 
Trembling,  at  once,  with  eagerness  and  age? 
With  avarice  and  convulsions,  grasping  hard? 
(iraspiug  at  air!  for  what  has  earth  beside  ? 
Man  wants  but  little,  nor  that  little  long: 
How  soon  must  he  resign  his  very  dust, 
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Wliich  frugal  Nature  lent  him  for  an  hour  ! 
Years  unexperienced  rush  on  numerous  ills : 
And  soon  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  found 
The  key  of  life,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  years  1  backward  look, 
And  miss  such  numbers,  numbers  too,  of  such 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  their  age. 
And  stricter  on  their  guard,  and  fitter  far 
To  play  life's  subtle  game,  I  scarce  believe 
J  still  survive.     And  am  I  fond  of  life, 
^^'llo  scarce  can  think  it  possible  1  live  ? 
Alive  by  miracle  !  or,  what  is  next. 
Alive  by  Mead  !  if  1  am  still  alive. 
Who  long  have  liuried  what  gives  life  to  live,' 
J-'irnmess  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  more  shallow  than  inipuK; 
And  vapid:  Sense  ami  Keason  show  tiie  duor. 
Call  for  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  dust. 
O  thou  great  Arbiter  of  life  and  death  ! 
Nature's  immortal,  iujuiaterial  Sun  ! 
\\  hose  all-pr<jlilic  beam  late  call'd  me  forth 
I'rom  darkness,  teeming  darkness,  wli(,re  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior;  and,  in  rank,  beneath 
'I'he  dust  I  tread  on;  high  to  bear  my  brow, 
'I'o  drink  the  spirit  of  the  golden  day. 
And  triumph  in  existence;  and  couldst  know 
No  motive  but  my  bliss;   and  hast  ordaiu'd 
A  rise  in  blessing!   with  the  patriarch's  joy, 
Thy  call  1  follow  to  the  land  unknown  ; 
I  trust  in  tlu c,  ;inil  know  in  whom  I  trust: 
Or  hie  or  death  is  e(|iial  ;   nt  illiei  weighs  ; 
All  weight  in  this  — ()  let  me  live  to  Thee  ! 

Though  Natur(!'s  terrors  thus  may  be  rejiress'd, 
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Still  frowns  grim  Death ;   guilt  points  the  tyrant's 

spear. 
And  whence  all  human  guilt? — From  death  forgot. 
Ah  me  !  too  long  I  set  at  nought  the  swarm 
Of  friendly  warnings  which  around  me  flew, 
And  smiled  unsmitten.   Small  my  cause  to  smile  ! 
Death's  admonitions,  like  shafts  upward  shot. 
More  dreadful  by  delay  ;  the  longer  ere 
They  strike  our  hearts,  (he  deeper  is  their  wound : 
O  think  liow  deep,  Lorenzo  !  here  it  stings  ; 
Who  can  appease  its  anguish?  How  it  burns  ! 
What  hand  the  barb'd,   envenom'd  thought  can 

draw  ? 
What  healing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peace, 
And  turn  my  sight  undaunted  on  the  tomb? 

With  joy, — with  grief,  that  healing  hand  I  see; 
Ah  !  too  conspicuous  !  it  is  tix'd  on  high. 
On  high  ? — what  means  my  frenzy?  I  blaspheme: 
Alas  !  how  low  !  how  far  beneath  the  skies  ! 
The  skies  it  form'd,  and  now  it  bleeds  for  me — 
liut  bleeds  the  balm  1  want— yet  still  it  bleeds  ; 
Draw  the  dire  steel — ah,  no  !  the  dreadful  blessing 
What  heart  or  can  sustain,  or  dares  forego  ? 
There  hangs  all  human  hope;  that  nail  supports 
The  falling  universe  :  that  gone,  we  drop; 
Horror  receives  us,  and  the  dismal  wish 
Creation  had  been  smother'd  in  her  birth — 
Darkness  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  dust, 
AVhen  stars  and  sun  are  dust  beneath  his  throne ; 
In  Heaven  itself  can  such  indulgence  dwell  ? 
O  what  a  groan  was  there  !   a  groan  not  his  : 
He  seized  our  dreadful  right,  the  load  sustain'd, 
And  heaved  the  mountain  from  a  guilty  world. 
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A  thousand  worlds,  so  bought,  were  bought  too  . 

dear ; 
Sensations  new  in  anaels'  bosoms  rise. 
Suspend  their  song,  and  make  a  pause  in  bliss. 

C)  for  their  song  to  reach  my  lofty  theme  ! 
Inspire  me,  Night!  witli  all  thy  tuneful  spheres  : 
"Whilst  1  with  seraphs  share  seraphic  themes, 
And  show  to  men  the  dignity  of  man  ; 
Lest  1  blaspheme  my  subject  with  my  song. 
Shall  Pagan  pages  glow  celestial  flame. 
And  Christian  languish?  On  our  hearts, not  heads. 
Falls  the  foul  infamy.     My  heart !  awake  : 
What  can  awake  ihee,  unawaked  by  this, 
'  Expended  Deity  on  human  weal  Y 
Feel  the  great  truths  which  burst  the  tenfold  night 
Of  Jleathen  error  with  a  golden  tiood 
Of  endless  day.     To  feel  is  to  be  fired  ; 
And  to  believe,  Lorenzo  !  is  to  feci. 

Thou  most  indulgent,  most  tremendous  Power! 
Still  more  tremendous  for  thy  wondrous  love  ! 
That  arms  with  awe  more  awful  thy  commands. 
And  foul  transgression  dips  in  sevenfold  guilt; 
How  our  lu.arts  tremble  at  thy  love  immense  ! 
In  love  immense,  iuviolal)ly  just ! 
Thou,  rather  than  thy  justice  should  be  stainM, 
Didst  stain  the  Cross;   and,  work  of  wonders  fur 
The  greatest,  that  thy  d(!arest  far  might  bleed. 

Bold  thought !  shall  I  dare  speak  it  or  repress? 
Should  man  more  execrate  or  boast  the  guilt 
^^  liicli  rous(  d  such  veng«ance  ?  which  such  love 

intlatui  (1  .' 
O'er  guilt  (how   mountainous  !)  with  outstretch'd 

arms 
Stern  Justice  and  soft-smiling  Love  embrace, 
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Supporting  in  full  majesty  tliy  throne, 

\>  hen  seem'd  its  majesty  to  neej  support; 

Or  that,  or  man,  inevitably  lost: 

What  but  the  fathomless  of  thought  divine 

Could  labour  such  expedient  from  despair, 

And  rescue  both  ?  Uoth  rescue  !  both  exalt ! 

O  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed  ! 

The  wondrous  deed  !   or  siiall  I  call  it  more  1 

A  wonder  in  Omni|)otence  itself! 

A  mystery  no  less  to  gods  than  men  ! 

Not  thus  our  intidels  the'  Internal  draw, 
A  God  all-o'er  consummate,  absolute, 
FuU-orb'd,  in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete: 
They  set  at  odds  Heaven's  jarring  attributes. 
And  with  one  excellence  anodjer  wound ; 
Maim  Heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal  beams, 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over — God  himself, 
Undeified  by  tli(>ir  opprobrious  praise  : 
A  God  all  mercy  is  a  God  unjust. 

Ye  brainless  wits  !  ye  baptized  infidels! 
Ye  worse  for  mending  !  wash'd  to  fouler  stains  ! 
The  ransom  was  paiil  down  ;  the  fund  of  Heaven, 
Heaven's  inexhaustible,  exhausted  fund. 
Amazing  and  amazed,  pour'd  forth  the  price. 
All  price  beyond  :  tliouj;h  curious  to  compute. 
Archangels  fail\l  to  cast  the  mighty  sum: 
Its  value  vast,  ungraspd  by  minds  create. 
For  ever  hides  and  glows  in  the  Supreme. 

And  was  the  ransom  paid  ?  it  was  ;  and  paid 
("What  can  exalt  the  bounty  more'^)  for  you  ! 
The  Sim  beheld  it. — No,  tiie  shocking  scene 
Drove  back  his  chariot;  midnight  veil'd  his  face; 
Not  such  as  this,  not  such  as  Nature  makes; 
A  midnight  Nature  sluidder'd  to  behold ; 
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A  niitliiight  new  !  a  dread  eclipse  (without 
Opposing  spheres)  from  her  Creator's  frown  ! 
Sun  !  didst  thou  tiy  thy  Maker's  pain?  or  start 
At  that  enornious  load  of  human  guilt         [cross, 
AVhich  bow'd  his  blessed  head,  o'erwhelni'd  his 
Made  groan  the  centre,  burst  earth's  marble  womb 
With  pan^s,  strange  pangs  !  tielivcr'd  of  lier  dead? 
Hell  howl  d;  and  Heaven  that  hour  let  fall  a  tear: 
Heaven  wept,  that  men   might  smile!    Heaven 
bled,  that  man 

Might  never  die  ! • 

And  is  devotion  virtue?  'tis  compell'd. 
What  heart  of  stone  but  glows  at  thoughts  like 

these  ? 
Such  contemplations  mount  us,  and  should  mount 
The  mind  still  hiulit  r,  nor  ever  glance  on  man 
Unraptured,     uuinrianied. — Where     roH'd     my 

thoughts 
To  rest  from  wonders  ?  other  wonders  rise. 
And  strike  where'er  they  roll :  my  soul  is  caught : 
IFeaven's  sovereign  blessings,  clustering  from  the 

cross, 
Hush  on  her,  in  a  ihroni;,  iitxl  close  her  round. 
The  |)rison(  r  ol  ainii/f  I — in  his  bless'd  life 
I  see  the  path,  and  in  his  death  the  price, 
And  in  his  great  ascent  the  proof  supreme. 
Of  immortality. — And  did  he  rise? — 
JI«!ar,  O  ye  Nations  !   hear  it,  O  ye  Dead  ! 
He  rose  !  he  rose  !   he  burst  the  bars  of  Death. 
Lift  up  your  In  ads,  ye  eveilasting  (iates! 
And  give  the  Kmg  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  tin;  King  of  glory  '  h<'  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory  for  the  pang  of  death. 
IJI'l  u[)  your  heads,  yc  everlasting  Gates  ! 
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And  give  tho  King-  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  King  of  glory?  he  who  slew 
The  ravenous  foe  that  gorged  all  human  race  I 
Tiie  King  of  glory  lie,  whose  glory  (ilTd 
Heaven  with  aniazenicnt  at  his  love;  to  rnan, 
And  with  divine  complacency  beheld 
Powers  most  illumined,  wilder'd  in  the  theme. 

The  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  shall  man  sustain? 
Oh,  the   burst  gates !    crush'd  sting !    demolish'd 

throne !  [heaven. 

Last  gasp  of  vanquish'd  Death!  Shout,  earth  and 
This  sum  of  good  to  man  !   whose  nature  then 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the  tomb. 
Then,  then,  I  rose  ;  then  first  Humanity 
Triumphant  pass'd  the  crystal  ports  of  light, 
(Stupendous  guest !)  and  seized  eternal  youth, 
Seized  in  our  name.     E'er  since  'tis  blasphemous 
To  call  man  mortal.      Man's  mortality 
Was  then   transferr'd  to  death;    and   Heaven's 

duration 
Ilnalienably  seal'd  to  this  frail  frame, 
This  child  of  dust. — Man,  all-immortal!  hail; 
Hail,  Heaven  !  AW  lavish  of  strange  gifts  to  man ! 
Thine  all  the  glory,  man's  the  boundless  bliss  ? 

Where  am  I  rapp'd  by  this  triumphant  theme, 
On  Christian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
The'  Aonian  mount! — Alas  !  small  cause  for  joy ! 
AMiat,  if  to  pain  immortal  (  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  close  of  woe  ? 
W^here,  then,  my  boast  of  immortality  ? 
I  boast  it  still,  though  cover'd  o'er  with  guilt: 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  life  he  pour'd ; 
'Tis  guilt  alone  can  justify  his  death; 
Jsor  that,  unless  his  death  can  justify 
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Relenting  guilt  in  Heaven's  indulgent  sight. 
If,  sick  of  folly,  1  relent;  ho  writes 
My  name  in  Heaven  with  that  inverted  spear 
(A  spear  deep-dipp  d  in  blood)  vphich  pierced  his 

side. 
And  ojjen'd  there  a  font  for  all  mankind, 
AA'ho  strive,  who  combat  crimes,  todrink  and  live: 
This,  only  this,  subdues  the  fear  of  death  ! 

And  what  is  this  ? — Survey  the  wondrous  cure, 
And  at  each  step  let  liighcr  wonder  rise! 
'  Pardon  for  infinite  otlence !   and  pardon 
Through  means  that  speak  its  value  iulniite  ! 
A  pardon  bought  with  blood  !  with  blood  divine  ! 
"SA  ith  blood  divine  of  him  1  made  my  foe; 
I'ersi^tnl  to  jjrovoke!  tiiough  wooed,  and  awed; 
151ess'<l,  and  chastised  ;   a  liat;raiit  rebel  still  ! 
A  rei>el  mi«lst  the  thunders  of  his  thioiu;  ! 
Nor  1  alone  !  a  rebel  universe  ! 
My  species  up  in  arms  !  not  one  exempt ! 
Yet  for  the  foulest  of  the  foul  he  dies, 
Mostjoy'd  for  the  redeem'd  from  deepest  guilt! 
As  if  our  race  were  held  of  highest  rank  ; 
And  (iodheail  d(  arer,  as  more  kind  to  man  !' 

IJoihmI,  eviry  h<;art ;   and,  every  Ijosoni,  burn  ! 
()  what  a  scal(   of  mira(;l(s  is  lu're  ! 
Its  lowest  round  liii:li  |»lantcd  on  the  skies, 
lis  towering  summit  lost  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel!   Oh  that  I  could  climb 
The  wonderful  ascent,  with  e(|ual  praise! 
I'laise  !   How  for  ever,  (if  astonishment 
W  ill  give  thee  leave)  my  praise  !  for  ever  ilow ; 
Praise  ardent,  cordial,  constant,  to  iiigh  Heaven 
More  frauranl  ihati  Arabia  sacrificed. 
And  all  her  spicy  mcnnitains  in  a  llame. 

44.  M 


126  THE  COMPLAINT.  N.  IV. 

So  dear,  so  due  to  Heaven,  shall  Praise  descend 
AVith  her  soft  plume  (from  |)lausive  angels'  wing 
I'irst  pluck'd  by  man)  to  tickle  mortal  ears. 
Thus  diving  in  the  |)ockets  of  the  great? 
Is  praise  the  p(  r(piisite  of  every  paw, 
IMjongh  black  as  hell,  that  gra[)ples  well  for  gold  ? 
Oh,  love  of  gold  !  thou  meanest  of  amours  ! 
Shall  praise  her  odours  waste  on  virtues  dead, 
Kmbalm  the  base,  perfume  the  stench  of  guilt, 
Ivarn  dirty  bread  by  washing  Ethiops  fair, 
llemoving  (11th,  or  sinking  it  from  sight ; 
A  scavenger  in  scenes  where  vacant  posts. 
Like  gibbets  yet  untenanted,  expect 
Their  future  ornaments  ?  From  courts  and  thrones 
Return,  apostate  Praise  !  thou  vagabond  ! 
Thou  prostitute  !  to  thy  first  love  return. 
Thy  first,  thy  greatest,  once  unrival'd  theme. 

There  fiow  redundant,  like  Meander  flow. 
Back  to  the  fountain,  to  that  parent  Power 
AVho  gives  the  tongue  to  sound,  the  thought  to  soar. 
The  soul  to  be.     Men  homage  pay  to  men, 
Thoughtless  beneath  whosedreadful  eye  they  bow, 
In  mutual  awe  profound,  of  clay  to  clay. 
Of  guilt  to  guilt,  and  turn  their  backs  on  thee, 
Great  Sire!  whom  thrones  celestial  ceaseless  sing; 
To  prostrate  angels  an  amazing  scene  ! 
O  the  presumption  of  man's  awe  for  man  ! — 
Man's  Author!  1  >n<l !  Kestorer!  Law!  and  Judge! 
Thine  all!  Day  thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  of  Night, 
AVith  all  her  wealth,  with  all  her  radiant  worlds. 
"NVhat,  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  thee  ? 
What,  Heaven's  meridian  glory,  but  thy  smile  ? 
And  shall  not  praise  be  thine,  not  human  praise, 
AVhile  Heaven's  high  host  on  hallelujahs  live? 
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O  may  I  breathe  no  longer  than  I  breathe 
IMy  soul  in  praise  to  Him  who  gave  my  soul ; 
And  all  her  infinite  of  prospect  fair. 
Cut  through  the  shades  of  hell,  great  Love!  by  thee. 
Oh  most  adorable  !   most  unadorn'd  ! 
\Vhere  siiall  that  praise  begin,  which  ne'er  should 

end  ? 
Where'er  I  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applause! 
How  is  Night's  sable  mantle  lal)our\l  o'er. 
How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine  ! 
"What  wisdom  shines;  what  love!  This  midnight 

pomp, 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlaid! 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  nought  to  thee  ;     ' 
For  others  this  profusion.     Thou  apart, 
Above!  beyond  !  Oh  !  tell  me,  mighty  Mind  ! 
^^'here  art  thou  '.    Shall  I  dive  into  the  deep  ? 
Call  to  the  Sun  ?  or  ask  the  roaring  winds 
For  their  Creator  !  shall  I  question  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  the'  Almighty  dwells  ? 
Or  holds  He  furious  storms  in  straiten'd  reins, 
And  bids  tierce  whirlwinds  whe(;l  his  rapid  car? 
M'hat  mean   these   (piestious^ — Tk milling    1 
retract; 
My  prostrate  soul  adores  tin;  present  (jod  ! 
Praise  1  a  distant  Deity  ^  He  tunes  [tains: 

My  voice  (if  tuned);  the  nerve  that  writes  sus- 
■\>  ra])i)'d  in  his  I)(  ing  I  resound  his  praise  : 
Hut  thonuh  past  all  dilliiscd,  without  a  shore 
Mis  csseiujc,  local  is  his  throne  (as  med) 
To  gather  the  dispersed  (as  standards  call 
'Ihe  listed  from  aiur;  ;  to  (ix  a  point, 
A  central  point,  colli-ctive  f)f  his  sons  ; 
Since  finite  every  natur<;  but  his  own. 
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The  nameless  He,  whose  nod  is  Nature's  birth, 
And  Nature's  shield  the  shadow  ot"  his  hand  ; 
Her  dissohition  his  suspended  smile  ! 
The  great  I'irst-Last !  pavihon'd  high  he  sits 
In  darkness,  from  excessive  splendour  born, 
33y  gods  unseen,  unless  through  lustre  lost. 
His  glory,  to  created  glory,  bright. 
As  that  to  central  horrors :  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  soars,  and  spans  imn)ensit)\ 

Though  night  unnuinber'd  worlds  unfolds  to  view. 
Boundless  Creation!  what  art  thou?  a  beam, 
A  mere  eflluviuni  of  his  majesty. 
And  shall  an  atom  of  this  atom-world 
Mutter,  in  dust  and  sin,  the  theme  of  Heaven  ? 
Down  to  the  centre  should  1  send  my  thought. 
Through  beds  of  glittering  ore  and  glowing  gems  ; 
Their  boggard  blaze  wants  lustre  for  my  lay; 
Goes  out  in  darkness  :  if,  on  towering  wing, 
I  send  it  through  the  boundless  vault  of  stars  ! 
The  stars,  tliuuglnich,  what  dross  their  gold  to  thee. 
Great!  good!  wise!   wonderful!  eternal  King! 
If  to  those  conscious  stars  thy  throne  around, 
Praise  ever-pouring,  and  imbibing  bliss. 
And  ask  their  strain:  they  want  it,  more  they  want; 
Poor  their  abundance,  humble  their  sublime. 
Languid  their  energy,  their  ardour  cold  ; 
Indebted  still,  their  highest  rapture  burns. 
Short  of  its  mark,  defective  though  divine! 

Still  more — this  tlieme  is  man's,  and  man's  alone; 
Their  vast  appointments  reach  it  not ;  they  see 
On  earth  a  bounty  not  indulged  on  high, 
And  downward  look  for  Heaven's  superior  praise! 
First-born  of  Ether  !  high  in  fields  of  Light ! 
View  man,  to  see  the  glory  of  your  God ! 
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Could  angels  envy,  they  had  envied  here: 
And  some  did  envy  ;  and  the  rest,  though  gods, 
Yet  still  gods  uuredeem'd,  (there  triumphs  man. 
Tempted  to  weigh  the  dust  against  the  skies) 
TheylessMould  feel,  though  more  adorn  my  theme. 
They  sung  Creation  (for  in  that  they  shared); 
How  rose  in  melody  that  child  of  love ! 
Creation's  great  superior,  man  I  is  thine ; 
Thine  is  Redemption  !  they  just  gave  the  key  ; 
'Tis  thine  to  raise  and  eternize  tlie  song. 
Though  human,  yet  divine;  for  should  not  this 
Raise  man  o'er  man,  and  kindle  serajjhs  here  ? 
Redemption  !  'twas  Creation  more  sublime  ; 
Redemption  !  'twas  the  labour  of  the  skies  ; 
Far  more  than  labour — it  was  death  in  Heaven  ! 
A  truth  so  strange,  'twere  bold  to  think  it  true. 
If  not  far  bolder  still  to  disbi-heve.         [J  leaven  ? 
Here  pause  and  ponder.      ^^  as  there  death  in 
A\'iiat  tlii.n  on  earth  ?   on  earth,  which  struck  the 

1)1  ow  ? 
AVho  struck  it  ^  ^^  ho — ()  how  is  man  enlarged. 
Seen  through  this  medium !  J I  ow  the  pigmy  towers ! 
How  counterpoised  his  origin  from  dust! 
Ilow  coiiutcrpoised,  to  dust  his  sad  return  I 
llow  voidecl  liis  vast  distance  from  the  skies! 
How  near  he  presses  on  the  seraph's  wing! 
\\  liich  is  the  seraph  '  ^\lli(.•h  tin'  born  of  clay  ? 
J  low  this  demonstrates,  through  the  thickest  cloud 
Of  guilt  and  clay  condensed,  the  Son  of  Heaven! 
The  double  Son  ;  the  made,  and  the  re-ma<I(! ! 
And  shall  Heavens  double  property  be  lost  ^ — 
Man's  double  m.idncss  only  can  d(  stroy. 
To  man  the  l)l«  cdirig  ('ross  has  promised  all ; 
'I'lir  Ideeding  Cross  has  sworn  eternal  giace. 

M  2 
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Who  gave  his  hfc,  what  grace  shall  lie  deny  ? 

O  ye  !  who  from  this  rock  of  ages  leap 

Apostates,  plunging  headlong  in  the  deep  ! 

AVhat  cordial  joy,  what  consolation  strong, 

Whatever  winds  arise,  or  billows  roll, 

Our  interest  in  the  Master  of  the  storm  ! 

Cling  there,  and  in  wreck'd  Nature's  ruins  smile; 

M'hile  vile  apostates  tremble  in  a  calm. 

Man  !  know  thyself:  all  wisdom  centres  there. 

To  none  man  seems  ignoble,  but  to  man. 

Angels  that  grandeur,  men  o'erlook,  admire  : 
How  long  shall  human  nature  be  their  book, 
Degenerate  mortal !   and  unread  by  thee  ^ 

The  beam  dim  Reason  sheds  shows  wonders  there; 
What  high  contents  !  illustrious  faculties  ! 
But  the  grand  comment,  which  displays  at  full 
Our  human  height,  scarce  sever'd  from  divine. 
By  Heaven  composed,  was  publish'd  on  the  Cross. 

Who  looks  on  that,  and  sees  not  in  himself 
An  awful  stranger,  a  terrestrial  god? 
A  glorious  partner  witii  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immortal  life? 
If  a  God  bleeds,  he  bleeds  not  for  a  worm. 
I  gaze,  and,  as  1  gaze,  my  mounting  soul 
Catches  strange  fire.  Eternity  !  at  thee, 
And  drops  the  world — or,  rather,  more  enjoys. 
How  changed  the  face  of  Nature  !  howimproved! 
What  seem'd  a  chaos,  shines  a  glorious  world; 
Or  what  a  world,  an  Kden  ;  heighten'd  all ! 
It  is  another  scene  !  another  self! 
And  still  another,  as  time  rolls  along, 
And  that  a  self  far  more  illustrious  still. 
Beyond  long  ages,  yet  roH'd  up  in  shades 
Unpierced  by  bold  Conjecture's  keenest  ray, 
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AVhat  evolutions  of  surprising  Fate ! 

How  Xature  opens,  and  receives  my  soul. 

In  boundless  walks  ofrapturedthought!  where  gods 

Encounter  and  embrace  me  !   What  new  births 

Of  strange  adventure,  foreign  to  the  sun, 

Where  what  now  charms,  perhaps,  whate'or  exists. 

Old  Time  and  fair  Creation,  are  forget ! 

Is  tliis  extravagant  ?  of  man  we  form 
Extravagant  conception,  to  be  just: 
Conception  uncontiiied  wants  wings  to  reach  him; 
Beyond  its  reach  the  (>odliead  only  more. 
He,  the  great  I'ather  !  kindled  at  one  Hame 
The  world  of  rationals  :  one  spirit  pour'd 
From  spirits'  awful  Fountain;  pour'd  Himself  ^ 
Through  all  their  souls,  but  not  in  equal  stream, 
Profuse,  or  frugal,  of  the'  inspiring  God, 
As  his  wise  plan  demanded  ;  and  when  passM 
Their  various  trials,  in  their  various  spheres. 
If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 
Iti  sorbs  them  all  into  Himself  again. 
His  throne  their  centre,  and  his  smile  their  crown. 

V\  liy  doubt  we,  then,  the  glorious  truth  to  sing, 
'I'liough  yet  unsung,  asdoem'd,  perha[)s,  too  bold? 
Angels  are  men  of  a  superior  kind  ; 
Atii^els  are  niL-n  in  lighter  habit  clad, 
\\\<i,\i  o'er  celestial  niouiitains  wing'd  in  flight; 
And  mt  n  are  auiids,  loarlcd  for  an  hour, 
\\  ho  wade  this  miry  vale,  and  cliud>  with  pain. 
And  slijjpery  step,  the  bottom  of  the  steep. 
Angt  Is  their  failings,  nujrtals  have  th<ir  praise: 
\\  hile  here,  of  corps  etherial,  such  enroll'd. 
And  sUMiinon'd  to  the  glorious  standard  soon, 
\\  hicli  Harm  s  eternal  crimson  through  the  skitis. 
Nor  are  our  lnolliers  tlioii'^lillcss  of  llitir  kiii, 
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Yet  absent ;  but  not  absent  from  their  love. 
Michael  has  fouoht  our  battles;  llaphael  sung 
Our  triumphs  ;  (jlabriel  on  our  errands  flown. 
Sent  by  the  Sovereign :  and  are  these,  O  man  ! 
Thyfriends,  thy  warm  allies?  andthou  (shanieburn 
The  cheek  to  cinder!)  rival  to  the  brute? 

Religion's  all.     Descending  from  the  skies 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddess  in  her  left 
Holds  out  this  world,  and  in  her  right  the  next, 
lleligion  !  the  sole  voucher  man  is  man  ; 
Supporter  sole  of  man  above  himself; 
E'en  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  death, 
She  gives  the  soid  a  soul  that  acts  a  god. 
lleligion  !   Providence  !  an  after-state  ! 
Here  is  firm  footing  ;  here  is  solid  rock; 
This  can  support  us  ;  all  is  sea  besides; 
Sinks  under  us ;  bestornis,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  on  the  skies, 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whirl. 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick  polluted  air, 
Darkness  and  stench,  and  sullocating  damps, 
And  dungeon-horrors,  by  kind  Tate  discharged. 
Climbs  some  fair  eminence,  where  ether  pure 
Surrounds  him,  and  Elysian  prospects  rise  ; 
His  heart  exults,  his  spirits  cast  their  load. 
As  if  new-born  he  triumphs  in  the  change  : 
So  joys  the  soul,  when  from  inglorious  aims 
And  sordid  sweets,  from  feculence  and  froth 
Of  ties  terrestrial  set  at  larg(;,  she  mounts 
To  Reason's  region,  her  own  element. 
Breathes  hopes  immortal,  and  affects  the  skies. 

Religion  !  thou  the  soul  of  happiness. 
And,  groaning  Calvary  !  of  thee  :  there  shine 
The  noblest  truths;  there  strongest  motives  sting; 
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There  sacred  violence  assaults  the  soul ; 
There  nothing  but  compulsion  is  forborne. 
Can  love  allure  us  !  or  can  terror  awe? 
lie  weeps! — the  falling  drop  puts  out  the  Sun  : 
He  sighs! — the  sigh  earth's  deep  foundation  shakes. 
If  in  his  love  so  terrible,  what  then 
His  wrath  inHamed  ?  his  tendrrness  on  fire? 
Like  soft,  smooth  oil,  outblazing  other  fires  ? 
Can  prayer,  can  praise,  avert  it  ? — Thou,  my  all! 
My  theme  !  my  inspiration  !  and  my  crown  ! 
My  strength  in  age  !  my  rise  in  low  estate  ! 
My  soul's  an)bition,  pleasure,  wealth! — my  world! 
My  light  in  darkness  !   and  my  life  in  death  ! 
My  boast  through  time!  bliss  through  eternity  U 
Eternity,  too  short  to  speak  thy  praise, 
Or  fathom  thy  prof(juud  of  love  to  man  ! 
To  man  of  men  the  meanest,  e'en  to  me ; 
My  sacrifice  !  my  fiod!— what  things  are  these  ! 
What  then  art  Thou  ?   by  what  name  shall  1 
call  thee? 
Knew  I  the  name  devout  archangels  use. 
Devout  archan^'  's  shouhl  tlu;  nann;  enjoy, 
Uy  me  unrivid  '! ;  tliousands  more  suljjime, 
None  half  so  dear  as  that  whicli,  though  unspoke. 
Still  glows  at  heart.     ()  how  Onniipolcnce 
Is  lost  in  love  !  thou  great  IMiilanthropist ! 
I'ather  of  angels  !  but  the  friend  of  man  ! 
Like  .Jacob,  fondest  of  the  younger  born  ! 
Thou  wIk)  didst  save  him,  snatch  tlie  smoking  brand 

I'loin  out  the  tlames,  and  qntrich  it  in  thy  blood! 

How  ait  thou  phax  (I  t)y  l)ouuty  to  distress! 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  <tur  gratitude, 
'loo  big  for  birth  !  to  favour  and  cohIouihI  ; 
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To  clmllcngc  and  to  distance  all  return  ! 
Of  lavish  love  stupendous  heights  to  soar. 
And  leave  Praise  panting-  in  the  distant  vale  ! 
Thy  right,  too  great,  delrauds  thee  of  thy  due ; 
And  sacriitgious  our  subliniest  song! 
But  since  tlic  naked  will  obtains  thy  smile. 
Beneath  this  monument  of  |)raise  unpaid, 
And  future  hfe  symplionious  to  my  strain, 
(That  noblest  hymn  to  Heaven  !)  for  ever  lie 
EntombVl  my  fear  of  death  !  and  every  fear. 
The  dread  of  every  evil,  but  thy  frown. 

Whom  see  T  yonder  so  demurely  smile? 
Laughter  a  labour,  and  might  break  their  rest. 
Ye  Quietists  !  in  homage  to  the  skies ! 
Serene  !  of  soft  address  !  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrusive  tender  of  your  hearts. 
Abhorring  violence  !  who  halt  indeed. 
But,  for  the  blessing,  wrestle  not  with  Heaven! 
Think  you  my  song  too  turbulent?  too  warm? 
Are  passions,  then,  the  pagans  of  the  soul? 
Jieason  alone  baptized  ?  alone  ordain'd 
To  touch  things  sacred  ?  Oh,  for  warmer  still ! 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age  benumbs  my  powers: 
Oh,  for  an  humbler  heart  and  prouder  song  ! 
Thou,  my  much  injured  'I'heme!  with  that  soft  eye 
Which  melted  o'er  doom'd  Salem,  deign  to  look 
Compassion  to  the  coldness  of  my  breast. 
And  pardon  to  the  winter  in  my  strain. 

Oh,  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen  Formalists  ! 
On  such  a  theme  "tis  impious  to  be  calm  : 
Passion  is  reason,  transport  temper  here. 
Shall  Heaven,  which  gave  us  ardour,  and   has 
shown 
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Her  own  for  man  so  strongly,  not  disdain 
AVhat  smooth  emollients  in  theology, 
llecumbent  A  irtue's  downy  doctors,  preach ; 
That  prose  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  ])raise  ? 
Rise  odours  sweet  from  incense  unintlamed  ? 
Devotion  when  lukewarm  is  undev^out ; 
But  when  it  glows,  its  heat  is  struck  to  Heaven  ; 
To  human  hearts  her  golden  harps  are  strung  ; 
High  Heaven's  orciiestra  chants  Amen  to  man. 
Hear  I,  or  dream  J  hear,  their  distant  strain, 
Sweet  to  the  soul,  and  tasting  strong  of  Heaven, 
Soft-wafted  on  celestial  Pity's  plume, 
Through  the  vast  spaces  of  the  universe, 
To  cheer  me  in  this  melancholy  gloom? 
Oh,  when  will  Death  (now  stingless)  like  a  friend 
Admit  me  of  their  cliuir  .'  Oh,  when  \\ill  Death 
This  mouldering,  old,  partition-wall  throw  down? 
Give  beings,  one  in  nature,  one  abode  ( 
Oh,  Deatli  divine  !  that  givest  us  to  the  skies: 
Great  future  !  glorious  patron  of  the  past 
And  present!   when  shall  1  thy  shrine  adore? 
From  Nature's  continent,  immensely  wide. 
Immensely  bless'd,  tliis  little  isle  of  life. 
This  daik  incarcerating  colony 
Divides  iis.      Ilap|)y  day!  that  breaks  our  chain; 
That  manumits;  that  calls  lioni  exile  home; 
That  leads  to  Nature's  great  metropolis, 
And  r<;-adnii(s  us,  through  the  guardian  hand 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  I'athcr's  throne; 
AV  ho  hears  our  Advocate.and,  through  his  wounds 
Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  name. 
'Tis  this  makes  (Mirislian-triiimph  a  eoiiiniaMd  ; 
Tis  this  makes  joy  a  dutv  to  (Ik;  wise, 
"Tis  impious  in  a  gi;o<l  man  to  be  sad. 
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Seest  thou,  Lorenzo,  where  hangs  all  our  hope? 
Touch'd  by  the  Cross,  we  live;  or,  more  than  die; 
That  touch  which  toucii'd  not  angels;  more  diviiio 
Thau  that  which  touch'd  confusion  into  form. 
And  darkness  into  glory  :  partial  touch  ! 
Inertably  pre-eminent  regard! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  sovereign  through  the  whole 
Long  golden  chain  of  miracles,  which  hangs 
From  IJeaven  through  all  duration,  and  supports. 
In  one  illustrious  and  ama/ing  plan, 
Thy  welfare,  Nature!  and  thy  God's  renown. 
That  touch,  with  charms  celestial,  heals  the  soul 
Diseased,   drives  pain  from   guilt,  lights  life  in 
death,  [forms 

Turns  earth  to  Heaven,  to  heavenly  thrones  traus- 
The  ghastly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tomb. 

Dost  ask  me  when  ?  W  hen  He  who  died,  returns ; 
Returns,  how  changed ;  where  then  the  man  of  woe  ? 
In  Glory's  terrors  all  the  Godhead  burns. 
And  all  his  courts,  exhausted  by  the  tide 
Of  deities  triinnphaut  in  his  train. 
Leave  a  stupendous  solitude  in  Heaven  ; 
Ueplenish'd  soon,  repleuisli'd  with  increase 
Of  pomp  and  multitude;  a  radiant  band 
Of  angels  new,  of  angels  from  the  tomb  ! 

Is  this  by  Fancy  thrown  remote  ?  and  rise 
Dark  doubts  between  the  promise  and  event] 
I  send  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  cure ; 
Read  Nature  ;   Nature  is  a  friend  to  truth  ; 
Nature  is  Christian  ;   preaches  to  mankind. 
And  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed. 
Hast  thou  ne'er  seen  the  comet's  flaming  flight? 
The'  illustrious  stranger  passing,  terror  sheds 
On  gazing  nations  from  his  fiery  train 
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Of  length  enormous  ;  takes  his  ample  round 
Through  depths  of  etlier;  coasts  unnumbcr'd  worlds 
Of  more  than  solar  glory;  doubles  wide 
Heaven's  mighty  cape ;  and  then  revisits  earth. 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thousand  years. 
Thus  at  the  destined  period  shall  return 
He,  once  on  earth,  who  bids  the  comet  blaze, 
And  with  Him  all  our  triumph  o'er  the  tomb. 

Xatuie  is  dumb  on  this  important  point, 
Our  Hope  precarious  in  low  whisper  breathes; 
Faith  speaks  aloud,  distinct;  e'en  adders  hear. 
But  turn,  and  dart  into  the  dark  again. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  across  the  gulf  of  death. 
To  break  the  shock  blind  Xature  cannot  shun,  , 
And  lands  Thought  smoothly  on  the  farther  shore. 
Death's  terror  is  the  mountain  I'ailli  removes, 
That  mountain  barrier  between  man  and  peace. 
Tis  Faith  disarms  Destruction,  and  absolves 
From  every  clamorous  charge  tiie  guiltless  tomb. 

Why  disbelieve  !   Lorenzo  ! — *  Reason  bids  ; 
All-sacred  Ucason.' — Hold  her  sacred  still  ; 
Nor  shalt  thou  want  a  rival  in  thy  flame: 
All-sacied  Keason  !  source,  and  soul,  of  all 
Demandinu  praise,  on  earth,  or  earlh  above! 
My  heart  is  thine  :   deep  in  its  iumo.-.t  folds 
Five  thou  with  life  ;  live  dearer  of  the  two. 
^^'ear  1  the  blessed  Cross,  by  Fortune  stamp'd 
On  passive  Nature  before  Thought  was  born  ? 
My  birth's  blind  bigot !   fired  with  local  zeal  !  — 
No:    Keason  rebaptized  me  winii  adult: 
\N  eigh'd  true  and  false  in  h«r  impartial  scale; 
My  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  luad, 
And  made  that  choice  which  once  was  but  my  late. 
'  On  argument  alone  my  laitii  is  built,' 
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Reason  pursued  is  Faith  ;  ami  unpursued, 
Wiierc  proof  invites,  'tis  reason  then  no  more  : 
And  sucli  onr  |)r()i)t",  that  or  our  I'aith  is  right, 
Or  Reason  lies,  and  Heaven  design'd  it  wrong. 
Absolve  ue  this  !  what  then  is  bhisphemy  ? — 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  justly  fond  of  Faith, 
Reason,  we  grant,  demands  our  first  regard  ; 
The  mother  honour'd,  as  the  daughter  dear. 
Reason  the  root,  fair  I\iith  is  hut  the  flower: 
The  fading  tlower  shall  die,  but  Reason  lives 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  the  skies  ! 
When  Faitii  is  virtue,  Reason  makes  it  so. 
Wrong  not  the  Christian ;  think  not  Reason  yours; 
'Tis  Reason  our  great  Master  holds  so  dear; 
'Tis  Reason's  injured  rights  his  wrath  resents; 
'Tis  Reasons  voice  obey'd  his  glories  crown  : 
To  give  lost  Reason  life  he  pour'd  his  own. 
Believe,  and  show  the  reason  of  a  man  ; 
Believe,  and  taste  the  pleasure  of  a  god  ; 
Believe,  and  look  wilh  triun)ph  on  the  tomb. 
Through  Reason's  wounds  alone  thy  Faith  can  die. 
Which  dying,  tenfold  terror  gives  to  Death, 
And  dips  in  venom  his  twice-mortal  sting. 

Learnhence  what  honours,  what  loud  pa;ans,  due 
To  those  who  push  our  antidote  aside; 
Those  boasted  Iriends  to  lleason  and  to  man. 
Whose  fatal  love  stabs  every  joy,  and  leaves 
Death's  terror  heightend,  gnawing  on  his  heart. 
These  pompous  sons  of  Reason  idolized, 
And  vilified  at  once;  of  Reason  dead. 
Then  deified,  as  monarchs  were  of  old; 
AVhat  conduct  plants  proud  laurels  on  their  brow? 
While  love  of  truth  through  all  their  carapresounds. 
They  draw  Pride's  curtain  o'er  the  noon-tide  ray. 
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Spike  up  their  inch  of  reason  on  the  point 
Of  philosophic  wit,  calTd  Argument, 
And  then  exulting  in  their  taper,  cry, 
'  Behold  the  Sun  !'  and,  Indian-like,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  morals  ?  O  thou  bleeding  Love  ! 
Thou  INIakcr  of  new  morals  to  mankind  ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  Thee. 
As  wise  as  Socrates,  if  such  they  were, 
(Xor  will  they  bate  of  that  sublime  renown) 
As  wise  as  Socrates  might  justly  stand 
The  definition  of  a  modern  fool. 

A  Christian  is  the  highest  style  of  man ! 
And  is  there  who  the  blessed  Cross  wipes  ofF, 
As  afoul  blot,  from  his  dishonour'd  brow? 
If  angels  treiul)le,  "tis  at  such  a  sight : 
The  wretch  they  <|uil,  desponding  of  their  charge, 
More  struck  with  grief  or  wonder  who  can  tell? 

Ye  s(dd  to  sense  !  ye  citizens  of  earth  ! 
(Tor  such  alone  the  Christian  banner  fly)     [gain? 
Know  ye  how  wise  your  choice,  how  great  your 
Behold  the  picture  of  Earth's  happiest  man  : 
'  lie  calls  liis  wish,  it  conies  ;  lie  sends  it  back. 
And  says  \n:  call  d  another:  that  arrives, 
Meets  the  same  welcome  ;  yet  he  still  chIIs  oh  ; 
Till  out'  calls  hiiu,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
Jiiit  holds  him  last,  in  chains  of  darkn(>ss  hound. 
Till  Nature  dies,  and  Judgment  sets  him  free  ; 
A  freedom  far  less  welconte  than  his  chain.' 

But  grant  man  happy;   grant  him  happy  long; 
Adil  to  life's  highest  prize  her  latest  hour  ; 
That  hour,  so  late,  is  iiimlili:  in  ap|)r(jach. 
That,  like  a  post,  comes  on  in  full  carc'cr. 
I  low  swift  the  shuttle  (lit  s  that  w  caves  thy  shroud  ! 
^^  here  is  the  fable  of  lliy  hornier  years  ( 
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Thrown  clown  the  gulf  of  time  ;  as  far  from  thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine:  the  day  in  hand. 
Like  a  bird  striic;2,hng  to  get  loose,  is  going; 
Scarce  now  posscss'd,  so  suddenly  'tis  gone  ; 
And  each  swilt  moment  tied,  is  death  advanced 
IJy  strides  as  swift.     Eternity  is  all ; 
And  whose  eternity?  who  trinmplis  there? 
Bathing  for  ever  in  the  font  of  bliss  ! 
For  ever  basking  in  the  Deity  ! 
Lorenzo!  who?— thy  conscience  shall  reply. 

O  give  it  leave  to  speak ;  'twill  speak  ere  long, 
Thy  leave  unask'd.     I>orenzo  !  hear  it  now, 
While  useful  its  advice,  its  accent  mild. 
By  the  great  edict,  the  divine  decree. 
Truth  is  deposited  with  man's  last  hour  ; 
An  honest  hour,  and  faithful  to  her  trust; 
Truth  !  eldest  daughter  of  the  Deity; 
"■('ruth  !    of  his  council  when  he  made  the  worlds; 
Nor  less,  when  he  shall  judge  the  worlds  he  made; 
Though  silent  long,  and  sleeping  ne'er  so  sound, 
Smother'd  with  errors,  and  oppress'd  with  toys. 
That  heaven-commission'd  hour  no  sooner  calls. 
But  from  her  cavern  in  the  soul's  abyss, 
Like  liim  they  fable  under  Tlitna  whelm'd. 
The  goddess  bursts  in  thunder  and  in  flame. 
Loudly  convinces,  and  severely  pains. 
Dark  demons  I  discharge,  and  hydra-stings; 
'J'he  keen  vibration  (jf  bright  1'ruth— is  Hell ; 
Just  definition  !  though  by  schools  untaught. 
Ye  deaf  to  truth  !  peruse  this  parson'd  page. 
And  trust,  for  once,  a  prophet  and  a  priest; — 
'  Men  may  live  fools,  but  fools  they  cannot  die.' 
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TO  THE  RIOHT  HON.  THIL  KAllL  OF  LITCHFIELD. 

Lorenzo  !  to  recriminate  is  just, 

'  Fondness  for  fame  is  avarice  of  air.' 

I  frrant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praise  : 

Praise  no  man  e'er  deserved,  who  sought  no  more. 

As  just  tliy  second  charge.     1  grant  the  Muse 
I  [as  often  biiish'd  at  her  deacnorato  sons, 
Uetain'd  by  Sense  to  plead  htr  liltliy  cause. 
To  raise  th(;  low,  to  ma<;nily  tlif  mean, 
And  subtili/e  the  gross  iiHo  reiined  ; 
As  if  to  magic  nnndjcrs'  powerful  charm 
'I'was  given  to  make  a  civet  of  their  song 
Obscene,  and  sweeten  ordure  to  perfume. 
\\  it,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brute. 
Ami  lifts  our  swine-enjoym<;nts  from  llie  mire. 

The  fact  notorious,  nor  obsciirt;  the  cause. 
\V  e  wear  the  chains  of  |)I(  asure  and  of  pride  : 
These  share  the  man,  and  (licsf  distract  him  too; 
DrawdinVrcnl  ways,  and  clash  in  their  commands. 
Pride,  like  an  eagle,  builds  among  the  stars; 
Jlut  Pleasures,  lark-like,  nests  upon  the  ground, 
.loys,  shared  by  brute-creation,  Pride  resents; 
I'leasuie  embraces:  man  would  both  enjoy, 
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And  both  at  once  :  a  point  how  liard  to  gain  ! 
But  what  can't  Wit,  when  stung  by  strong  desire? 

Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprise. 
Since  joys  of  Sense  can't  rise  to  Reason's  taste, 
In  subtU^  Sophistry's  laborious  forge 
Wit  hanmurs  out  a  reason  new,  that  stoops 
To  sordid  scenes,  and  meets  them  with  applause. 
Wit  calls  the  Graces  the  chaste  zone  to  loose, 
Nor  less  than  a  plum|)  god  to  fill  the  bowl : 
A  thousand  i)hantojus  and  a  thousand  spells, 
A  thousand  opiates  scatters  to  delude, 
To  fascinate,  inebriate,  lay  asleep, 
And  the  fool'd  mind  delightfully  confound. 
Thus  that  which  shock'd  the  judgment  shocks  no 

more ; 
That  which  gave  pride  ott'ence,  no  more  oft'ends. 
Pleasure  and  Pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes. 
At  war  eteruid,  which  in  man  shall  reign. 
By  Wit's  address  patch  up  a  fatal  peace. 
And  hand  in  hand  lead  on  the  rank  debauch, 
From  rank,  refined  to  delicate  and  gay. 
Art,  cursed  Art!  wipes  oti"  the'  indebted  blush 
From  Nature's  cheek,  and  bronzes  every  shame. 
Man  smiles  in  ruin,  glories  in  his  guilt. 
And  Infamy  stands  candidate  for  praise. 

All  writ  by  man  in  favour  of  the  soul, 
These  sensual  ethics  far,  in  bulk,  transcend. 
The  flowers  of  elocpience,  profusely  jjour'd 
O'er  spotted  Vice,  fill  half  the  letter'd  world. 
Can  powers  of  genius  exorcise  their  page, 
And  consecrate  enormities  with  song? 

But  let  not  these  inexpial)le  strains 
Condemn  the  Muse  that  knows  her  dignity, 
Nor  meanly  stops  at  time,  but  holds  the  world 
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As  'tis,  in  Nature's  ample  field,  a  point, 

A  point  in  her  esteem  ;  from  whence  to  start, 

And  run  the  round  of  universal  space, 

To  visit  beina:  universal  there, 

And  being's  Source,  that  utmost  flight  of  mind! 

Yet  spite  of  this  so  vast  circumference. 

Well  knows  but  what  is  moral  nought  is  great. 

Sing  sirens  only  1  do  not  angels  sing  ? 

There  is  in  Poesy  a  decent  pride, 

AVhicli  well  becomesherwhcn  she  speaks  to  Prose» 

Her  younger  sister,  haply  not  more  wise. 

Think'st  thou,  Lorenzo,  to  tind  pastimes  here  ? 
No  guilty  passion  bl<jwn  into  a  Hame, 
No  foible  riatter'd,  dignity  disgraced. 
No  fairy  field  of  fiction,  all  on  tlower,  • 

No  rainbow  colours,  here,  or  silken  tale; 
IJut  solemn  counsels,  images  of  awe, 
Truths,  which  Eternity  lots  full  on  man,  [spheres, 
\\  ith   double    weight,    througli    these    revolving 
This  deatli-d(<'[)  silence,  and  incundjent  shade  : 
Tlioughts  such  as  shull  revisit  yoiir  last  hour, 
\  isit  uncaird,  and  livr  ulieti  life  ex|)ires; 
And  thy  dark  |iencil,  .Midnight!   darker  still 
In  melancholy  dipp'd,  iini)rowns  the  whole. 

Vet  this,  e'en  this,  my  laughter-loving  friends! 
liOrenzo  !  and  thy  brothers  of  the  smih; ! 
If  what  imports  you  most  can  most  engage, 
Sli;ill  steal  your  car,  and  <;hai?i  vou  to  my  song. 
Or  if  you  fiiil  mc,  know  the  \\  is.;  shall  taste 
The  trutlis  I  sing:   the  truths  I  sing  shall  feel; 
And,  feeling,  give  assent;  and  their  assent 
Is  ample  recon)pense  ;  is  more  than  praise. 
|{iit  chi(;Hy  thine,  ()  I.itchlield  ! — nor  mistake; 
Think  not  uniiilrcjduced  I  Ibrce  my  way: 
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Narcissa,  not  unknown,  not  unallied 
By  virtue,  or  by  blood,  illustrious  youth ! 
To  thee,  from  blooiiiiiiu,'  aniarauthiue  bowers. 
Where  all  the  language  harmony,  descends 
TJncaird,  and  a^^ks  admittance  for  the  Muse  ; 
A  Muse  that  will  not  pain  thee  with  thy  praise  : 
Thy  praise  she  drops,  by  nobler  still  inspired. 

O  tliou,  bless'd  Spirit!  wliether  the  Supreme, 
Great  antemundaue  Father  !  in  whose  breast 
Embryo-Creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt, 
i\nd  all  its  various  revolutions  roH'd 
Present,  though  future,  prior  to  themselves; 
Whose  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again. 
Or  from  his  throne  some  delegated  power. 
Who,  studious  of  our  peace,  dost  turn  the  thought 
Prom  vain  and  vile  to  solid  and  sublime  ! 
Unseen  thou  lead'st  me  to  delicious  draughts 
Of  inspiration,  from  a  purer  stream. 
And  fuller  of  the  (iod,  than  that  which  burst 
From  famed  Castalia  ;  nor  is  yet  allay'd 
My  sacred  thirst,  though  long  my  soul  has  ranged 
Through  pleasing  paths  of  moral  and  divine, 
By  thee  sustain'd,  and  lighted  by  the  stars. 

By  them  best  lighted  are  the  paths  of  thought ; 
Nights  are  their  days,  their  most  illumined  hours. 
By  day  the  soul,  o'erborne  by  life's  career, 
Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  gid<ly  with  the  glare, 
Heels  far  from  reason,  jostled  by  the  throng- 
By  day  the  soul  is  passive,  all  her  thoughts 
Imposed,  precarious,  broken,  ere  mature. 
By  night,  from  objects  free,  from  passion  cool. 
Thoughts  uncontrol'd  and  luiimprcss'd,  the  births 
Of  pure  election,  arbitrary  range, 
Not  to  the  limits  of  one  world  confined  ; 
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But  from  etherial  travels  light  on  earth, 
As  voyagers  drop  anchor,  for  repose. 

Let  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Indians,  fond 
Of  feather'd  fopperies,  the  Sun  adore  : 
Darkness  has  more  divinity  ior  me  ; 
It  strikes  thought  inward  ;  it  drives  back  the  soul 
To  settle  on  herself,  our  point  supreme  ! 
There  lies  our  theatre  ;  there  sits  (jur  judge. 
Darkness  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  scene  ; 
'Tis  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  stretch'd  out 
'Twixt  man  and  vanity  ;  'tis  Reason's  reign. 
And  Virtue's  too  ;  these  tutelary  shades 
Are  man's  asylum  from  the  tainted  throng. 
ISight  is  the  good  man's  friend,  and  guardian  too; 
It  no  less  rescues  virtue  than  inspires. 

Virtue,  for  ever  frail  as  fair  helow, 
Jler  tender  nature  suffers  in  the  crowd. 
Nor  touches  on  the  world  without  a  stain. 
The  world's  iufectious;  few  iiring  back  at  eve, 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  the  morn. 
Something  we  thought,  is  blotted;  we  resolved, 
Is  shaken  ;  we  renounced,  returns  again. 
I-^ach  salutation  may  slid*;  in  a  sin 
Unthonuht  before,  or  (ix  a  former  flaw. 
Nor  is  it  strange  ;  light,  motion,  concourse,  noise. 
All  scatter  us  abroad.    Thou-iht,  outward-bound. 
Neglectful  of  our  home  atVairs,  Hies  ofl 
In  fume  and  dissipation,  <piits  her  charge. 
And  leaves  the  breast  unguartled  to  the  foe. 

Present  example  gets  within  our  guar«l. 
And  acts  with  donlih;  force,  by  few  repell'd. 
Aml)itioti  lilts  ;iiiiI)itioii ;   love  of  gain 
Strikes,  Like  a  |)(sIiI(ih:c,  from  i)r(!ast  to  breast: 
Jiiot,  pride,  perfidy,  l^liic  \ii|»ours  breallK; ; 
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And  inhumanity  is  caught  from  man, 

From  sniihng-  man  !  A  shght,  a  single  glance. 

And  shot  at  random,  often  has  brought  home 

A  sudden  fever  to  the  throbbing  heart 

Of  envjr,  rancour,  or  impure  desire. 

We  see,  we  hoar,  with  peril ;  Safety  dwells 

Heraote  from  multitude.     The  world's  a  school 

Of  wrong,  and  what  proficients  swarm  around  ! 

We  must  or  imitate  or  disapprove  ; 

Must  list  as  their  accomplices  or  foes : 

That  stains  our  innocence,  this  wounds  our  peace. 

From  Nature's  birth,  hence.  Wisdom  has  beensmit 

With  sv.eet  recess,  and  languish'd  for  the  shade. 

This  sacred  shade  and  solitude  what  is  it? 
'Tis  the  felt  presence  of  the  Deity! 
Few  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone  ; 
\ice  siidvs  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 
And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night. 
By  night  an  atheist  half  believes  a  Cod  ! 

Night  is  fair  Virtue's  immen)orial  friend. 
The  conscious  INloon,  through  every  distant  age, 
Flas  held  a  lamp  to  \V  isdom,  and  let  fall. 
On  Contemplation's  eye,  her  purging  ray. 
The  famed  Atli(;nian,  he  who  woo'd  from  Heaven 
Philosophy  the  fair,  to  dwell  with  men. 
And  form  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride : 
While  o'er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  molest 
His  labouring  mind,  the  stars  in  silence  slide. 
And  seem  all  gazing  on  their  future  guest. 
See  him  soliciting  his  ardent  suit 
In  private  audience  :  all  the  livelong  night. 
Rigid  in  thought,  and  motionless,  he  stands ; 
Nor  (juits  his  th(;me  or  posture  till  the  Sun 
Rude  drunkard!  rising  rosy  from  the  main) 
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Disturbs  his  nobler  intellectual  beani, 
And  gives  him  to  the  tumult  otthe  world. 
Hail,  precious  moments  !  stolen  from  the  black 

waste 
Of  murder'd  time  !  auspicious  Midnight,  hail  ! 
The  world  excluded,  every  passion  hush'd. 
And  open'd  a  calm  intercourse  with  Heaven, 
Here  the  soul  sits  in  council,  ponders  past. 
Predestines  future  action  ;  sees,  not  feels 
Tumultuous  Life,  and  reasons  with  the  storm, 
i\li  h(;r  lies  answers,  and  thiid<s  down  her  charms. 

^V  hat  awful  joy  !  what  mental  liberty ! 
I  am  not  pent  in  darkness  ;  rather  say 
(If  not  too  bold)  in  darkness  I'm  imbower'd. 
Delightful  gloom  !  tin;  clustering  thoughts  around 
Spontaneous  rise,  and  blossom  in  the  shade ; 
Uut  droop  by  day,  and  sicken  in  the  Sun  ; 
Thought  borrows  light  elsewhere;  from  that  first 

fire. 
Fountain  of  animation  !  whence  descends 
Urania,  my  celestial  guest !  who  d(;igns 
Nightly  to  visit  me,  so  mean  ;   and  now, 
CohscifMis  how  iKcdfid  discipliiu;  \<>  man, 
I'rom  pleasing  dalliance  ^\illl  the  charms  of  Night, 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  excites 
Far  other  beat  of  heart,  Narcissa's  tond) ! 

Or  is  it  feeble  Nature  calls  me  back, 
And  breaks  my  spirit  into  <:ii(f  iitiain  ? 
Is  it  a  Stygian  va|>oiir  in  my  jjlood  ^ 
A  cold  slow  pnildic,  crctpiiiij  tliiough  my  veins? 
Or  is  it  thus  with  all  men  ( — Ihus,  with  all. 
^^  hat  are  we]  how  uii(C|iial  !  now  we  soar. 
And  now  we  sink.     To  be  the  same,  transcends 
( )ur  present  prowess.     Dearly  pays  the  soul 
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For  lodgini:^  iH  ;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay. 

Keasoii,  a  battled  counsellor  !  but  adds 

The  blush  of  weakness  to  the  bane  of  woe. 

The  noblest  spirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate 

In  this  damp,  dusky  region,  charged  with  storms^ 

]3ut  feebly  Hiitters,  yet  untaught  to  fly ; 

Or,  flying,  short  her  flight,  and  sure  her  fall : 

Our  utmost  strength,  when  down,  to  rise  again  ; 

And  not  to  yield,  though  beaten,  all  our  praise. 

'Tis  vain  to  seek  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promise,  big  in  previous  thought. 
Experience  damps  our  triumph.     1,  who  lat(;, 
Emerging  from  the  shadows  of  the  grave, 
"Where  grief  dctain'd  me  prisoner,  mounting  high. 
Threw  wide  the  gates  of  everlasting  day, 
And  caird  mankind  to  glory,  shook  oft' pain, 
Mortality  shook  ofl',  in  ether  pure, 
Antl  «truck  the  stars  ;  now  feel  my  spirits  fail ; 
They  drop  me  from  the  zenith ;  down  I  rush. 
Like  him  whom  fable  fledged  with  waxen  wings. 
In  sorrow  drown'd — but  not  in  sorrow  lost. 
How  wretched  is  the  man  who  never  mourn'd ! 
I  dive  for  precious  pearl  in  Sorrow's  stream : 
Not  so  the  thoughtless  man  that  only  grieves. 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain, 
(Inestimable  gain  !)  and  gives  Heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wise. 

If  wisdom  is  our  lesson  (and  what  else 
Ennobles  man  ?  what  else  have  angels  learn'd  ?) 
Grief!  more  proficients  in  thy  school  are  made, 
Than  Genius  or  proud  Learning  e'er  could  boast. 
Voracious  Learning,  often  over-fed. 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
This  bookcase,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst, 
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This  forager  on  others'  wisdom,  leaves 

Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untill'd  ; 

With  mix'd  manure  she  surfeits  the  rank  soil, 

Dung'd,  but  not  dress'd,  and  rich  to  beggary  : 

A  pomp  untameablc  of  weeds  prevails ; 

Her  servant's  wealth  encumber'd  \\isdom  mourns. 

And  what  says  Genius  t  '  Let  the  dull  be  wise!' 
Genius,  too  iiard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong. 
And  loves  to  boast,  where  blush  men  less  inspired. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  of  Sense, 
Considers  lleason  as  a  leveller. 
And  scorns  to  share  a  blessing  with  the  crowd. 
That  wise  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim  ; 
To  glory  and  to  pleasure  gives  the  rest. 
Crassus  l)ut  sleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone. 
AVisdom  less  shudders  at  a  fool  than  wit. 

But    \\'isdoni  smiles,   when    humbled   mortals 
weep. 
^>'hen  Sorrow  wounds  the  breast,  as  ploughs  the 

glebe, 
And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  softening  shower; 
Her  seed  celestial,  thtii,  glad  Wisdom  sows  ; 
Her  golden  harvest  triumphs  in  the  soil. 
If  so,  Narcissa!   welcome  n)y  relapse; 
I'll  raise  a  tax  ou  my  calamity. 
And  rea|)  rich  compensation  from  my  pain, 
I'll  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field. 
And  gather  every  thought  of  sovereign  power 
'I'o  chase  the  moral  maladies  of  man  ; 
Thoughts  which  may  bear  transplanting  to  the  skies, 
'I'hough  natives  of  this  coarse  penurious  soil  ; 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  wIk  re  seraphs  sing, 
llelined,  exalt(<l,  not  aiimill'd,  in  Heaven  : 
Heason,  th<   sun  (hat  gives  them  birth,  the  same 

II.  '> 
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In  cither  clime,  though  more  illustrious  there. 
These  choicely  cuH'd,  and  elegantly  ranged, 
Shall  form  a  garland  for  Narcissa  s  tomb. 
And,  peradvenlure,  of  no  fading  flowers. 

Say,  on  what  themes  shall  puzzled  choice  de- 
scend I 
'  The'  importance  of  contemplating  the  tomb  ; 
"Why  men  decline  it ;  suicide's  foul  birth  : 
The  various  kinds  of  grief;  the  faults  of  age  ; 
And  Death's  dread  character — invite  my  song.' 

And,  first,  the'  importance  of  our  end  survey'd. 
Priends  counsel  (juiek  dismission  of  our  grief. 
Mistaken  kindiuss  !  our  hearts  heal  too  soon. 
Are  they  more  kind  than  lie  who  struck  the  blow  1 
Who  bid  it  do  his  errand  in  our  hearts, 
And  banish  peace  till  nobler  guests  arrive. 
And  bring  it  back  a  true  and  endless  peace  ? 
Calamities  are  friends  :  as  glaring  day 
Of  these  unnumber'd  lustres  robs  our  sight. 
Prosperity  puts  out  unnumber'd  tiioughts 
Of  import  high,  and  liglit  divine,  to  man. 

The  man  how  bless'd,  who,  sick  of  gaudy  scenes, 
(Scenes  apt  to  thrust  between  us  and  ourselves  !) 
Is  led  by  choice  to  take  his  favourite  walk 
Beneath  Death's  gloomy,  silent,  cypress  shades, 
Unpierced  by  Vanity's  fantastic  ray  ; 
To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  dust. 
Visit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tombs  ! 
Lorenzo  !  read  with  me  Narcissa's  stone  ; 
(Narcissa  was  thy  favourite)  let  us  read 
Her  moral  stone ;  few  doctors  preach  so  well ; 
Pew  orators  so  tenderly  can  touch 
The  feeling  heart.     What  pathos  in  the  date ! 
Apt  words  can  strike  ;  and  yet  in  them  we  see 
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Faint  images  of  what  we  here  enjoy. 
What  cause  have  we  to  build  on  length  of  life  ? 
Temptations  seize  when  fear  is  laid  asleep. 
And  ill  foreboded  is  our  strongest  guard. 

See  from  her  tomb,  as  from  an  humble  shrine, 
Truth,  radiant  goddess  !  sallies  on  my  soul. 
And  puts  Delusion's  dusky  train  to  flight ; 
Dispels  the  mist  our  sultry  passions  raise, 
from  objects  low,  terrestrial,  and  obscene. 
And  shows  the  real  estimate  of  things, 
Which  no  man,  unalHicled,  ever  saw  : 
Pulls  oft"  the  veil  from  Virtue's  rising  charms; 
Detects  Temptation  in  a  thousand  lies. 
Truth  bids  me  louk  on  men  as  autumn  leaves. 
And  all  they  bleed  for  as  the  summer's  dust 

Driven  by  the  whirlwind :  lighted  by  her  beams, 
I  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers. 
See  things  invisible,  feel  things  remote. 

Am  present  with  futurities ;  think  nought 
To  man  so  fon^ign  as  the  joys  possess'd. 

Nought  so  much  his  as  those  beyond  the  grave. 
No  folly  keeps  its  colour  in  her  sight; 

Pale  wf>rldly  Wisdom  loses  all  her  charms. 

In  pompous  promise  from  her  schemes  profound. 

If  future  fate  she  plans,  'tis  all  in  leaves. 

Like  sibyl,  unsubstantial,  fleeting  bliss  ! 

At  the  Jirst  blast  it  vanishes  in  air. 

Not  so  ceh.stiul.      W'ouhlst  thou  know,  I^orenzo! 

How  «lift'<  r  worldly  W  isdoni  and  divine  ? 

Just  as  the  waning  and  iIh;  waxing  mcjon. 

More  emi)ty  worldly  \\  isdoni  every  day. 

And  every  day  more  fair  her  rival  shines. 

When  later,  there's  less  time  to  play  the  fool. 

Sfton  our  whole;  term  for  Wisdom  is  expired, 
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(Thou  know'st  she  calls  no  council  in  the  grave) 
And  everlasting  fool  is  writ  in  lire, 
Or  real  wisdom  wafts  us  to  the  skies. 

As  worldly  schemes  resemble  sibyls'  leaves. 
The  good  man's  days  to  sibyls'  books  compare, 
(In  ancient  story  read,  thou  know'st  tlie  tale) 
In  price  still  rising  as  in  number  less. 
Inestimable  quite  his  final  hour. 
Por  that  who  thrones  can  offer,  offer  thrones  ; 
Insolvent  worlds  the  purchase  cannot  pay. 
'  Oh  let  mc  die  his  death  !'  all  Nature  cries. 
'  Then  live  his  lilc.' — All  Nature  falters  there; 
Our  great  physician  daily  to  consult, 
To  commune  with  the  grave,  our  only  cure. 

What  grave  prescribes  the  best? — A  friend's; 
and  yet 
From  a  friend's  grave  how  soon  we  disengage ! 
E'en  to  the  dearest,  as  his  marble,  cold. 
Why  are  friends  ravish'd  from  us?   'tis  to  bind, 
By  soft  Affection's  ties,  on  human  hearts 
The  thought  of  Death,  which  Reason,  too  supine. 
Or  misemploy'd,  so  rarely  fastens  there. 
Nor  Keason  nor  Affection,  no,  nor  both 
Combined,  can  break  the  witchcrafts  of  the  world. 
Heboid  the'  inexorable  hour  at  hand  ; 
Behold  the'  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it  the  chief  aim  of  life. 
Though  well  to  ponder  it  is  life's  chief  end. 

Js  Death,  that  ever-threatening,  ne'er  remote, 
That  all-important,  and  that  only  sure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  gyest? 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudest  calls 
Of  blind  J  mprudence,  unexpected  still  ? 
Though  numerous  messengers  are  sent  before. 
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To  warn  his  great  arrival  1  What  the  cause, 

The  wondrous  cause,  of  this  mysterious  ill  ? 

All  Heaven  looks  down,  astonish'd  at  the  sight! 

Is  it  that  Life  has  sown  her  joys  so  thick, 
We  can't  thrust  in  a  single  caie  between  ? 
Is  it  that  Life  has  sucli  a  swarm  of  cares. 
The  thought  of  Death  can't  enter  for  the  throng  ? 
Is  it  that  Time  steals  on  with  downy  feet. 
Nor  wakes  Indulgence  from  her  golden  dream? 
To-day  is  so  like  yesterday,  it  cheats ; 
We  take  the  lying  sister  for  the  same. 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo !  like  a  brook, 
For  ever  changing,  unperceived  the  cliange. 
In  the  same  brook  none  ever  bathed  him  twice ; 
To  the  same  lilt'  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  same;  the  same  we  think 
Our  life,  though  still  more  rapid  in  its  flow, 
Nor  mark  the  much  irrevocably  lapsed. 
And  mingled  with  the  sea.     Or  shall  we  say 
( lletaining  still  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 
That  life  is  like  a  vessel  on  the  stream? 
In  Vifii  (!ml)ark'd,  we  smoothly  down  the  tide 
Of  time  descend,  but  not  on  time  intent ; 
Amused,  unconscious  of  the  gliding  wave, 
Till  on  a  sudden  we  perceive  a  shock  ; 
VVe  start,  awake,  look  out :  what  see  we  there? — 
Our  brittle  bark  is  burst  on  Charon's  shore. 

Is  this  the  cause  I)«;ath  Hi(  sail  human  thought? 
Or  is  it  .bnlgmcnt,  by  lli<;  \\  ill  struck  blind, 
That  tlomineering  mistress  of  the  soul! 
Likt;  him  so  strong,  by  Diiliiah  the  fair? — 
Or  is  it  fear  turns  startled  Ueason  back, 
I'rom  lookini;  down  a  precipice  so  steep  ? — 
"Pis  dreadful ;  and  the  dread  is  wisely  placed 
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By  Nature,  conscious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind, 
A  flaming-  sword  to  j^uard  the  tree  of  Life. 
By  that  unawed,  in  Life's  most  sniiling  hour 
The  good  man  woukl  repine;  would  surterjoys, 
And  burn  impatient  for  his  promised  skies. 
The  bad,  on  each  punctilious  picpie  of  pride, 
Or  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  Kage  the  rein, 
Bound  o'er  the  barrier,  rush  into  the  dark. 
And  mar  the  scenes  of  Providence  below. 

What  groan  was  that,  Lorenzo? — Furies!  rise. 
And  drown  in  your  less  execrable  yell, 
Britannia's  shame.    There  took  iier  gloomy  flight, 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  sullen  soul. 
Blasted  from  hell  with  horrid  lust  of  death. 
Thy  friend,  the  brave,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
So  call'd,  so  thought — and  then  he  fled  the  field  ; 
Less  base  the  fear  of  death  than  fear  of  life. 
O  Britain  !  infamous  for  suicide  ! 
An  island,  in  thy  manners:  far  disjoin'd 
From  the  whole  world  of  rationals  beside  ! 
In  ambient  waves  plunge  thy  polluted  head. 
Wash  the  dire  stain,  nor  sliock  the  continent. 

But  thou  be  shock'd,  while  J  detect  the  cause 
Of  self-assault,  expose  the  monster's  birth. 
And  bid  Abhorrence  hiss  it  round  the  world. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  distant  Sun  ; 
The  Sun  is  innocent,  thy  clime  absolved. 
Immoral  climes  kind  Nature  never  made. 
The  cause  I  sing,  in  Kden  migiit  prevail. 
And  proves  it  is  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate. 

The  soul  of  man,  (let  man  in  homage  bow 
Who  names  his  soul)  a  native  of  the  skies  ! 
High-born  and  free,  her  freedom  should  maintain, 


THE  RELAPSE.  155 

Unsold,  iinmortgagotl  for  earth's  little  bribes. 
The'  illustrious  stranger,  ii»  this  foreign  land, 
Like  strangers,  jealous  of  her  dignity. 
Studious  of  home,  and  ardent  to  return, 
Of  earth  suspicious.  Earth's  enchanted  cnp 
AVith  cool  reserve  light  touching,  should  indulge 
On  immortality  her  godlike  taste  ; 
There  take  large  draughts;    make  her  chief  ban- 
(juet  there. 

But  some  reject  this  sustenance  divine. 
To  beggarly  vile  appetites  descend, 
Ask  alms  of   Kartli,  for  guests  that  came  from 

Heaven  ! 
Sink  into  slaves,  and  sell,  for  presi  nt  hire, 
Thtir  rich  reversion,  and  (what  shares  its  fate) 
Their  native  I'reedom,  to  the  prince  who  sways 
This  nether  world  :  and  when  his  payments  fail, 
\N  hen  his  foul  basket  gorges  them  no  more, 
Or  their  pall'd  palates  loathe  the  basket  full. 
Arc  instantly,  with  wild  demoniac  rage. 
Tor  breaking  all  the  chains  of  l*rovidenco, 
And  bursting  their c()ntineni»nt,tln)Ui;li  last  barr'd 
IJy  laws  divine  and  human,  guar<led  strong 
M'ith  horrors  doubled  to  defend  the  |)ass. 
The  blackest  Nalurf  or  dire  guilt  can  raise, 
And  moated  round  with  fathondess  destruction, 
Sure  to  receive  and  whelm  them  in  their  fall. 

Such,  Britons!   is  the  caus(;,  to  you  unknown, 
Or  wf)rse,  o'erlook'd  ;  o'erlook'd  by  magistrates, 
'I'hus  criminals  lhemselv(;s!    J  grant  the  deed 
Is  madness;  but  the  madness  of  the  heart. 
And  what  is  that  '.  our  utmost  bound  of  guilt. 
A  sensual,  unretlccling  lih;  is  i)ig 
With  monstrous  births,  and  Suicide,  to  crown 
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The  black  iiifenuil  ])rood.     The  bohl  to  break 

Heaven's  kiw  siijMome,  and  desperately  rush 

Through  sacred  Nature's  murder,  on  llieir  own, 

Because  they  never  think  of  death,  they  die. 

'Tis  equally  man's  duty,  glory,  gain, 

At  once  to  shun,  and  meditate  his  end. 

"When  by  the  bed  of  languishment  wo  sit, 

(The  seat  of  W  isdoin  !  if  our  choice,  not  fate) 

Or  o'er  our  dying  friends  in  anguish  iiang, 

Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  stay  the  siid^ing  head  ; 

Number  their  moments,  and  in  every  clock 

Start  at  die  voice  of  an  eternity  ; 

See  the  dim  lamp  of  life  just  feebly  lift 

An  agonizing  beam,  at  us  to  gaze, 

Then  sink  again,  and  (juiver  into  death. 

That  most  pathetic  herald  of  our  own  : 

How  read  we  such  sad  scenes  ?   As  sent  to  man 

In  perfect  vengeance  ?  no  ;  in  pity  sent, 

7^0  melt  him  down,  like  wax,  and  then  impress. 

Indelible,  Death's  image  on  his  heart. 

Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  himself. 

We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  smile. 

The  mind  turns  fool  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Our  quick-returning  folly  cancels  all, 

As  the  tide  rushing  razes  what  is  writ 

In  yielding  sands,  and  smooths  the  letter'd  shore. 

Lorenzo  !  hast  thou  ever  weigh'd  a  sigh  ] 
Or  studied  the  philosophy  of  tears? 
(A  science  yet  unlectured  in  our  schools  !) 
Hast  thou  descended  deep  into  the  breast. 
And  seen  their  source?  if  not,  descend  with  nie, 
And  trace  these  briny  rivulets  to  their  springs. 

Our  funeral  tears  from  difterent  causes  rise  : 
As  if  from  separate  cisterns  in  the  soul, 
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Of  various  kinds  they  flow.     From  tender  hearts. 
By  soft  contagion  calTd,  some  burst  at  once. 
And  stream  obsequious  to  the  leading  eye  ; 
Some  ask  more  time,  by  curious  art  distill'd. 
Some  hearts,  in  secret  hard,  unapt  to  melt, 
Struck  by  the  magic  of  the  pubhc  eye. 
Like  Moses'  smitten  rock,  gush  out  amain  : 
Some  weep  to  share  tlie  fame  of  tlie  deceased, 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  so  dear : 
They  dwell  on  praises  which  they  think  they  share ; 
And  thus,  without  a  blusli,  commend  themselves. 
Some  mourn,  in  proof  that  something  they  could 

love  ; 
'I'hey  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  but  show. 
Some  weep  in  perfect  justice  to  the  dead. 
As  conscious  all  iheir  love  is  in  arrear. 
Some  nuschievously  weep,  not  unapprized 
Tears  sometimes  aid  the  coiupiest  of  an  eye. 
With  what  address  the  soft  K[)hesians  draw 
'I'heir  sable  network  o'er  entangled  hearts! 
As  seen  through  crystal,  how  their  roses  glow. 
While  li(piid  pearl  runs  trickling  down  their  cheek! 
Of  hers  n«it  prouder  I'.gypt's  wanton  cpieen, 
Carousing  gems,  herself  dissolv(  d  in  love. 
Some  weep  at  death,  aljstracted  from  the  dead. 
And  celebrate  like  Charles,  tin  ir  own  dcct  ase. 
J{y  kind  construction  somu  art;  deem'd  to  we(.'p, 
JJe(;ausc  a  (h-cent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 
Some  weep  in  earnest,  and  yet  weep  in  vain, 
As  deep  in  indiscretion  as  in  woe. 
Passion,  blind  Passion  !   injpotently  pours 
Tears    that  deserve  mure    ttars;     while   IJeason 

sleeps, 
Or  gaz»  s,  like  an  idiot,  unconcern'd, 
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Nor  comprehends  the  meaning  of  the  storm  ; 
Knows  not  it  speaks  to  her,  and  her  alone. 
Irrationals  all  sorrows  are  beneath, 
That  noble  gift!  that  privilege  of  man  ! 
From  sorrow's  pang,  the  birth  of  endless  joy: 
But  these  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine  ; 
They  weep  impetuous  as  the  summer-storm. 
And  full  as  short !  the  cruel  grief  soon  tamed. 
They  make  a  pastime  of  the  stingless  tale  ; 
Far  as  the  deep-rosoundiiig  knell  they  spread 
The  dreadful  news,  and  hardly  feel  it  niore : 
No  grain  of  \visdoni  pays  them  for  their  woe. 
Half-round  the  globe  the  tears  pump'd  up  by 

death 
Are  spent  in  watering  vanities  of  life  ; 
In  making  folly  fiourish  still  more  fair. 
When  the  sick  soul,  her  wonted  stay  withdrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth  and  sorrows  in  the  dust ; 
Instead  of  learning  there  her  true  support, 
(Though  there  thrown  down  her  true  support  to 

learn,) 
Without  Heaven's  aid,  impatient  to  be  bless'd, 
She  crawls  to  the  next  shrub  or  bramble  vile. 
Though  from  the  stately  cedar's  arras  she  fell ; 
^V  ith  stale  forsworn  embraces  clings  anew. 
The  stranger  weds,  and  blossoms,  as  before, 
In  all  the  I'ruitless  fopperies  of  life, 
Presents  her  weed,  well-fancied  at  the  ball. 
And  ratHes  for  the  death's-head  on  the  ring. 

So  wept  Aurelia,  till  the  destined  youth 
Stepp'd  in  with  his  receipt  for  making  smiles. 
And  blanching  sables  into  bridal  bloom. 
So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  Clarissa's  fate, 
^Vho  gave  that  angel-boy  on  whom  he  dotes. 
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And  died  to  give  him,  orphand  in  his  birth  ! 

Not  such,  Narcissa !  my  distress  for  thee. 

I'll  make  an  altar  of  thy  sacred  lomb, 

To  sacrifice  to  Wisdom. — \Vhat  wast  thou^ 

*  Young,   gay,   and   fortunate !'    Each    yields  a 

theinc  : 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  to  shun  thought  more  severe; 
(Heaven  knows  1  labour  with  severer  still!) 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  and  <inite  exhaust  thy  death. 
A  soul  without  reflection,  like  a  i)ile 
Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 

And,  first,  thy  youth  :  what  says  it  to  gray  hairs  I 
Narcissa!  I'm  become  thy  pupil  now. — 
Early,  bright,  transient,  chaste,  as  morning  dew. 
She  sparkl(<l,  was  exhaled,  and  went  to  heaven  ! 
Time  i)\\  this  head  h;is  snowd,  yet  still  'tis  borne 
Aloft,  nor  thinks  but  on  another's  grave. 
Cover'd  with  shame  J  speak  it,  age  severe 
Old  worn-out  vice  sets  down  for  virtue  fair ; 
With  graceless  gravity  chastising  youth, 
That  youth  chastised  surpassing  in  a  fault, 
I'atlier  of  all,  forgetfulness  of  death  ! 
As  if,  like  olijects  pri'ssiiig  on  the  sight. 
Death  had  advanced  too  near  us  to  be  seen  ; 
Or  that  life's  loan  'lime  ri|»en'd  into  right. 
And  Mu;n  mii:htplea<l  prescription  irom  the  grave; 
Deathless,  from  repetition  of  repiieve. 
Deathless?  far  from  it !   such  are  dead  already  ; 
Tiieir  hearts  are  buried,  and  the  world  their  grave. 

'I'ell  m(;,  souk;  god  !   my  guardian  angel  !  tell 
What  Ihu-,  infatuates  (  what  enchantment  plants 
i'he  phantom  of  an  age  "twixt  us  and  D(?ath, 
Already  at  the  door'?    He  knocks;  we  hear  Iuml 
And  yet  we  will  not  Inai.      \\  hat  mail  difend.N 
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Our  uiitouch'd  hearts?  what  miracle  turns  oflF 
The   pointed   thouj^ht,   wliich   from   a    thousand 

quivers 
]s  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  shunn'd  ? 
We  stand,  as  in  a  battle,  throngs  on  throngs 
Around  us  falling,  wounded  oft  ourselves, 
Though  bleeding  with  otu'  wounds,  immortal  still! 
We  see  Time's  lurrows  on  another's  brow, 
And  Death  iutrench'd,  preparing  his  assault: 
How  few  tliemselves  in  that  just  mirror  see! 
Or,  seeing,  draw  their  iutcrence  as  strong! 
There  death  is  certain  ;  doubtful  here:  he  must, 
And  soon:  we  may,  within  an  age,  expire. 
Though  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and  aims 

are  green  ; 
Like  damaged  clocks,  whose  hand  and  bell  dissent, 
Polly  sings  six,  while  Nature  points  at  twelve. 

Absurd  longevity  !  more,  more,  it  cries  : 
More  life,  more  wealth,  more  trash  of  every  kind. 
And  wherefore  mad  ior  more,  when  relish  fails? 
Object  and  appetite  must  club  for  joy  : 
Shall  Folly  labour  hard  to  mend  the  bow, 
Baubles,  1  mean,  that  strike  us  from  without, 
While  Nature  is  relaxing  every  string ! 
Ask  Thought  for  joy  ;  grow  rich,  and  hoard  within. 
Think  you  the  soul,  when  this  life's  rattles  cease, 
Has  nothing  of  more  manly  to  succeed? 
Contract  the  taste  immortal ;  learn  e'en  now 
To  relish  what  alone  suljsisis  hereafter. 
Divine,  or  none,  henceforth  your  joys  for  ever! 
Of  age,  the  glory  is  to  wish  to  die  : 
That  wish  is  praise  and  promise;  it  applauds 
Past  life,  and  promises  our  future  bliss. 
What  weakness  see  not  children  in  their  sires! 
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Grand-climactciical  absurdities ! 
Gray-hair'd  authority,  to  faults  of  youth 
How  shocking  !  it  makes  folly  tiirice  a  fool ; 
And  our  first  childhood  might  our  last  despise. 
Peace  and  esteem  is  all  that  age  can  hope : 
Nothing  but  wisdom  gives  the  first;  the  last 
Nothing  but  the  repute  of  being  wise. 
Polly  bars  both:  our  age  is  (juite  undone. 

\Vliat  folly  can  be  ranker?  like  our  shadows, 
Our  wishes  lengthen  as  our  sun  declines. 
No  wish  should  loiter,  then,  this  side  the  grave. 
Our  hearts  should  leave  the  world,  before  the  knell 
Calls  for  our  carcasses  to  mend  the  soil. 
Enough  to  live  in  tempest;  die  in  port: 
Age  should  fly  concourse,  cover  in  retreat 
Defects  of  judgment,  and  the  will  subdue; 
"^^'alk  thoughti'ul  on  the  siliiit  solemn  shore 
Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon, 
An<l  put  good  works  on  board,  and  wait  the  wind 
'I'hat  shortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown  : 
If  iiuconsidcrM,  too,  a  dreadful  scene! 

All  should  l)(;  prophets  to  themselves;    foresee 
TIm  ir  lutinc  talc  ;   their  future  fate  foretaste  : 
'J'liis  art  woidd  wasti   the  bitterness  of  death. 
'J'he  thought  of  death  alone  the  fear  destroys  : 
A  disaffection  to  that  preci<jus  thought 
Is  more;  than  midnight  darkness  on  the  soul, 
M'hich  sh(j)s  beneath  it  on  a  |)recipice, 
I'ulf'd  off  by  the  first  blast,  and  lost  for  ever. 

Dost  ask,  liOr(  iizo,  why  so  warndy  press'd, 
By  r(|)(tition  hauimcr'd  on  thine  «  ar,      [machine. 
The    thoiinht    of    (hath?     That    thought     is    the 
'llie  grand  machiiK: !   that  heaves  us  tVcun  the  dust, 
And  rears  us  into  men.  That  thought,  ply'd  liouie, 

44.  P 
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WilTsooii  reduce  the  ghastly  precipice 
0'er}janQ,inn;  hell,  will  soften  the  descent, 
And  gently  slo[)e  oin-  [)assagc  to  the  grave. 
How  warmly  to  he  wishM  !  what  heart  of  flesh 
Would  trifle  with  tremendous?  dare  extremes? 
Yawn  o'er  tlse  fate  of  infinite?  what  hand, 
Beyond  the  blackest  brand  of  censure  bold, 
(To  speak  a  language  too  well  known  to  thee) 
Would  at  a  moment  give  its  all  to  Chance, 
And  stamp  the  die  for  an  Eternity ! 

Aid  me,  Narcissa!  aid  me  to  keep  pace 
^Vith  Destiny;  and,  ere  her  scissars  cut 
IMy  thread  of  life,  to  break  this  tougher  thread 
Of  moral  death,  that  ties  me  to  the  world. 
Sting  thou  my  slumbering  Keason,  to  send  forth 
A  thought  of  observation  on  the  foe  ; 
To  sally,  and  survey  the  rapid  march 
Of  his  ten  thousand  messengers  to  man, 
Who,  .Icliu-like,  behind  him  turns  them  all. 
All  accident  apart,  by  Nature  sign'd, 
My  warrant  is  gone  out,  though  dormant  yet ; 
Perhaps  behind  one  moment  lurks  my  fate ! 

Must  1  then  forward  only  look  for  Death? — 
Backward  I  turn  mine  eye,  and  find  him  there. 
Man  is  a  self-survivor  every  year. 
Man,  like  a  stream,  is  in  perpetual  flow. 
Death's  a  destroyer  of  (juotidian  prey  : 
My  youth,  my  noon-tide,  his  ;  my  yesterday  : 
The  bold  invader  shares  the  present  hour : 
Each  moment  on  the  former  shuts  the  grave. 
While  man  is  growing,  life  is  in  decrease, 
And  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 
Our  birth  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun. 
As  tapers  waste  that  instant  they  take  fire. 
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Shall  \vc  then  fear  lest  that  shoiiUl  come  to  pass, 
AVhich  comes  to  pass  each  moment  of  our  lives? 
If  fear  we  must,  let  that  Death  turn  us  palo 
Which  murders  strength  and  ardour;  what  remains 
Should  rather  call  on  Death,  than  dread  his  call. 
Ye  partners  of  my  fault,  and  my  decline ! 
Thoughtless  of  death,  but  when  your  neighbours 

knell 
(Rude  visitant!)  knocks  hard  at  your  dull  sense. 
And  with  its  thunder  scarce  obtains  your  ear! 
Be  death  your  theme,  in  every  place  and  hour ; 
Nor  longer  want,  ye  monumental  sires  ! 
A  brother-tomb  to  tell  you — you  shall  die. 
That  death  you  dread,  (so  great  is  Nature's  skill !) 
Know  vou  shall  court,  before  you  shall  enjoy. 

But  you  are  learn'd  :  in  volumes  deep  you  sit, 
111  wisdom  shallow.      Poiiij)ous  ignorance  ! 
Would  you  be  still  more  learned  than  the  learn'd  ( 
Learn  well  to  know  how  much  need  not  be  known. 
And  what  that  knowledge   which  impairs  your 

sense. 
Our  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food. 
Unhedged,  lies  op(;n  in  Life's  common  iield. 
And  bids  all  welcome  to  the  vital  feast. 
You  scorn  \\lial  lies  before  you  in  the  page 
f)f  Nature  and  l*lxperieiice,  moral  (ruth; 
Of  indispensable,  ct(-rnal  fruit; 
I'ruit,  on  which  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  gods ; 
And  dive  in  science  for  ilistinguish'd  names, 
Dishonest  fomentatiim  of  your  piide, 
Smknig  in  virtue  as  you  rise  in  fame. 
Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  aflords 
Light,  l)iit  not  III  at  ;   it  leaves  you  mid(;voul, 
Fro/en  at  heart,  while  speculation  shinc.s. 
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Awake,  ye  curious  iiidagators  !  fond 
Of  knowing  all,  but  what  avails  you  known. 
If  you  would  Itarn  Death's  character,  attend. 
All  casts  of  conduct,  all  degrees  of  health. 
All  dies  of  fortune,  and  all  dates  of  age. 
Together  shook  in  his  impartial  urn, 
Come  forth  at  random  ;  or,  if  choice  is  made. 
The  choice  is  (juite  sarcastic,  and  insults 
All  bold  conjecture  and  load  ho|K.s  of  man. 
AA  hat  countless  rnullituiles  not  only  leave. 
But  deeply  disappoint  us,  by  their  deaths  ! 
Though  great  our  sorrow,  greater  our  surprise. 

Like  other  tyrants,  Death  delights  to  smite 
What,  smitten,  most  proclaims  the  pride  of  power 
And  arbitrary  nod.     His  joy  supreme. 
To  bid  the  wretch  survive  the  fortunate; 
The  feeble  wrap  the'  athletic  in  his  shroud; 
And  weeping  fathers  I)uild  their  chililren's  tomb : 
Me  thine,  Narcissa! — \V  hat,  though  short  thy  date? 
Virtue,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 
That  life  is  long  which  answers  life's  great  end. 
The  time  that  bears  no  fruit  deserves  no  name. 
The  man  of  wisdom  is  the  man  of  years. 
In  hoary  youth  Methusalems  may  die; 
O  how  misdated  on  their  flattering  tombs! 

Narcissa's  youth  has  lectured  me  thus  far: 
And  can  her  gaiety  give  counsel  too  ? 
That,  like  the  .lews'  famed  oracle  of  gems, 
Sparkles  instruction  ;  such  as  throws  new  light. 
And  opens  more  the  character  of  Death, 
III  known  to  thee,  Lorenzo  !  this  thy  vaunt! — 
'  Give  Death  his  due,  the  wretched  and  the  old ; 
L'en  let  him  sweep  his  rubbish  to  the  grave ; 
Let  him  not  violate  kind  Nature's  laws, 
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But  own  man  born  to  live  as  will  ;is  ilie.' — 
"^^'lotclled  and  old  thoiigivcst  liiiu;  young  and  gay 
He  takes;  and  plunder  is  a  tyrant's  joy, 
^^'hat  it"  1  prove,  '  the  farthest  from  the  fear 
Are  often  nearest  to  the  stroke  of  Fate  V 

All,  more  than  common,  menaces  an  end. 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life : 
As  if  bright  embers  should  emit  a  tlamc. 
Glad  spirits  sparkled  from  IS'arcissa's  eye, 
And  made  Youth  younger,  and  taught  Life  to  live. 
As  Nature's  opposites  wage  endless  war. 
For  this  oftence,  as  treason  to  the  deep 
Inviolable  stupor  of  his  reign, 
Where  lust  and  turbulent  ambition  sleep. 
Death  took  swift  vengeance.     As  lie  life  detests, 
More  life  is  still  more  odious ;   and,  reduced 
By  concjuest,  aggrandizes  m(»re  his  power. 
But  wherefore  aggrandized  ? — By  Heaven's  decree 
To  plant  the  soul  on  her  eternal  guard. 
In  awful  expectation  of  our  end. 
'J'hus   runs  Death's  dread  commission :  '  Strike, 

but  so 
As  most  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead.' 
Jlence  stratagem  delights  him,  and  surprise. 
And  cruel  sport  with  inaus  securities. 
Not  simple  coutpjcst,  tmiuipli  is  his  aim  ; 
And  where  least  fear'tl,   tin  re  euncpiest  triumphs 

ni(*sl. 
'I'his  proves  my  bold  assertion  not  too  bold. 
What  are  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  asleep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purpi^ses  wrap  up 
Im  deep  Dissimulation's  tiarkest  night. 
I -ike  princes  uneonless'd  in  foreign  courts, 
\Vho  travel  untler  cover,  l>eath  assumes 

p2 
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The  name  and  look  of  Life,  and  dwells  among  us : 
He  takes  all  sliai)es  tliat  serve  his  black  designs : 
Though  master  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Than  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  Eagle  flew, 
Like  Nero,  he 's  a  fiddler,  charioteer : 
Or  drives  his  phaeton  in  female  guise ; 
Quite  unsuspected,  till,  the  wheel  beneath. 
His  disarray 'd  oblation  he  devours. 

He  most  aHects  the  forms  least  like  himself. 
His  slender  self:  hence  burly  corpulence 
Is  his  familiar  wear,  and  sleek  disguise. 
Behind  the  rosy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk. 
Or  ambush  in  a  smile  ;  or,  wanton,  dive 
In  dimples  deep  ;  Love's  eddies,  which  draw  in 
Unwary  hearts,  and  sink  them  in  despair. 
Such  on  Narcissa's  couch  he  loiter'd  long- 
Unknown,  and  when  detected,  still  was  seen 
To  smile  :  such  peace  has  Innocence  in  death ! 

Most  ha|)py  they,  whom  least  his  arts  deceive! 
One  eye  on  Death,  and  one  full  fix'd  on  Heaven, 
Becomes  a  mortal  and  immortal  man. 
Long  on  his  wiles  a  ])i(pied  and  jealous  spy, 
I've  seen,  or  dream'd  I  saw,  the  tyrant  dress. 
Lay  by  his  horrors,  and  put  on  his  smiles. 
Say,  Muse  !  for  thou  remember'st,  call  it  back. 
And  show  Lorenzo  the  surprising  scene ; 
If  'twas  a  dream,  his  genius  can  explain. 

'Twas  in  a  circle  of  the  gay  I  stood : 
Death  would  have  enter'd;  Nature  push'd  him 

back: 
Supported  by  a  doctor  of  renown. 
Mis  point  he  gain'd  ;   then  artfully  dismiss'd 
The  sage  ;  for  Death  design'd  to  be  couceal'd: 
He  gave  an  old  vivacious  usurer 
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His  meagre  aspect,  and  liis  iiakeil  bones, 
In  gratitude  for  plunii)i!iti  u\>  liis  prey, 
A  paniperd  speiidthritt,  whose  fantastic  air, 
Well-fashion'd  tigurc,  and  cockaded  brow. 
He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  pride 
Of  costly  linen  tuck'd  his  filthy  shroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  straighten'd  to  a  cane. 
And  hid  his  deadly  shafts  in  Myra's  eye. 

The  dreadful  nias(iuerader,  tinis  e(|uipp'd, 
Out-salhes  on  adventures.     Ask  you  wliere? 
^Vhcre  is  he  not  t   For  his  peculiar  haunts 
Let  this  sufHce  ;   sure  as  night  follows  day. 
Death  treads   in   l*leasure's  footsteps    round  the 
world,  [shuns. 

Allien  l*leasurc  treads  the  paths  which  lleasou 
A\  hen  against  Reason,  Riot  shuts  the  door. 
And  (iaiety  supplies  the  place  of  Sense, 
Tlicn,  foremost  at  the  bancpiet  and  the  ball. 
Death  leads  the  dauci  ,  or  stauijis  the  deadly  die, 
Nor  ever  fails  the  nii<liiight  Ixnvl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carousing  to  his  gay  compeers. 
Inly  he  laughs  to  see  them  laugh  at  him. 
As  absent  far;  and  when  the  revel  burns, 
A^'hen  I'ear  i^  banish'd,  and  triuuiphaut  Thought, 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  bciuath  the  moon. 
Against  hiiu  turns  the  k<  y,  and  bids  him  sup 
A\  ilh  their  |)rot;(nitors — he  drops  his  ujask, 
I'rowns  out  at  full  :   they  start,  despair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  sudden  terror  and  surprise, 
I'rom  his  black  mask  of  niti«;,  touch'd  by  iire, 
lie  bursts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  devours. 
^\nd  is  not  this  triumphant  treachery, 
And  more  than  sini|)le  eoucpiest,  in  the  fiend  ( 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  dost  thou  wrap  thy  soul 
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In  soft  security,  because  unknown 

Wliicli  moment  is  commission'd  to  destroy? 

In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 

Is  death  uncertain?  therefore  thou  be  fix'd, 

Fix'd  as  a  sentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 

All  expectation  of  the  coming  foe. 

Rouse,  stand  in  arms,  nor  lean  against  thy  spear. 

Lest  slumber  steal  one  moment  o'er  thy  soul 

And  I'atesur[)rise  thee  nodding.  Watch,  be  strong; 

Thus  give  each  day  the  merit  and  renown 

Of  dying  well,  though  doom'd  but  once  to  die; 

Nor  let  life's  period,  hidden,  (as  from  most) 

Jlide,  too,  from  thee  the  precious  use  of  life. 

Early,  not  sudden,  was  Narcissa's  fate: 
Soon,  not  surprising,  Death  his  visit  paid  : 
Her  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way, 
Nor  Gaiety  forgot  it  ^^  as  to  die ; 
Though  Fortune,  too,  (our  third  and  final  theme) 
As  an  accomplice,  play'd  her  gaudy  plumes, 
And  every  glittering  gewgaw,  on  her  sight. 
To  dazzle  and  debauch  it  fronj  its  mark. 
Death's  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man, 
And  every  thought  that  misses  it  is  blind. 
Fortune  with  Youth  and  («aiety  conspired 
To  weave  a  triple  wreath  of  happiness, 
(If  happiness  on  earth)  to  crown  her  brow  : 
And  could  Death  charge  through  such  a  shining 
shield  ? 

That  shining  shield  invites  the  tyrant's  spear, 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims, 
And  strongly  preach  humility  to  man. 
<)  how  portentous  is  prosperity  ! 
J^Iow,  comet-like,  it  threatens  while  it  shines! 
F'cw  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  Death's  ambition. 
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To  cull  his  victims  from  the  fairest  fold, 
And  sheath  his  sliafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  purpled  o'er 
With  recent  honours,  bloom'd  with  every  bliss. 
Set  up  in  ostentation,  made  the  gaze. 
The  gaudy  centre,  of  the  public  eye ; 
AVhen  Fortune,  thus,  has  toss'd  her  child  in  air, 
Snatch'd  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  state. 
How  often  have  1  seen  him  diopp'd  at  once. 
Our  morning's  envy  !  and  our  evening's  sigh  ! 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  signal  given. 
The  flowery  wreath,  to  mark  the  sacrifice. 
And  call  Death's  arrows  on  the  destined  prey. 

High  Fortune  seems  in  cruel  league  with  Fate,  i 
Ask  you  for  what?  to  give  his  war  on  man 
The  deeper  dread,  and  more  illustrious  spoil; 
Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  awe. 
And  burns  Lorenzo  still  for  the  sublime 
Of  life  ?  to  hang  his  airy  nest  on  high. 
On  the  slight  tinil)er  of  the  topmost  bough, 
llock'd  at  each  Ijreeze,  and  menacing  a  fall? 
Granting  grim  Deatii  at  » (puii  <iistance  thcr^, 
Yet  peace  begins  jusi  wiicrc  ambition  ends. 
A^  hat  makes  man  wretched  '.    Happiness  denied? 
Lorenzo!  no;  'tis  Happiness  disdain'd ! 
She  comes  too  meatdy  dress'd  to  win  our  smile, 
And  calls  herself  Content,  a  homely  name! 
Oiii  tJame-  is  transport,  and  Coiilcnt  our  scorn  ! 
Ambition  turns,  and  shuts  the  door  against  her, 
And  weds  a  toil,  a  t(  nip(  st,  in  her  stead  ; 
A  temp(jst  to  wruiii  traiisjioit  near  of  kin. 
Unknowing  what  our  mortal  state  admits, 
1-iie's  modest  joys  we  ruin  while  wt;  raise, 
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And  all  our  ecstasies  arc  wounds  to  i)cacc ; 
Peace,  the  full  portion  of  maid^ind  below. 

And  since  thy  peace  is  dear,  ambitious  youth ! 
Of  fortune  fond!   as  thoughtless  of  thy  fate! 
As  late  J  drew  Deaths  picture,  to  stir  up 
Thy  wholesome  fears ;  now,  drawn  in  contrast,  see 
(iay  Fortune's,  thy  vain  ho|)es  to  reprimand. 
See,  high  in  air  the  sportive  goddess  hangs. 
Unlocks  her  casket,  spreads  her  glittering  ware. 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad 
Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gaping  throng. 
All  rush  rapacious ;  friends  o'er  trodden  friends. 
Sons  o'er  their  fathers,  subjects  o'er  their  kings. 
Priests  o'er  their  gods,  and  lovers  o'er  the  fair, 
(Still  more  adoredj  to  snatch  the  golden  shower. 

Ciold  glitters  most  where  virtue  shines  no  more ; 
As  stars  from  absent  suns  have  leave  to  shine. 
O  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries, 
Unkennel'd  from  the  i)risons  and  the  stews. 
Pour  in,  all  u|)i  iiing  in  their  idols  praise ! 
All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  hand. 
And,  wide-expanding  their  voracious  jaws. 
Morsel  on  morsel  swallow  down  unchew'd, 
IJntasted,  through  mad  appetite  for  more; 
Gorged  to  the  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous  still : 
Sagacious  all  to  trace  the  smallest  game. 
And  bold  to  seize  the  greatest.    If  (bless'd  chance!) 
Court-zephyrs  sweetly  br(;athe  ;  they  launch,  they 
O'er  just,  o'er  sacred,  all-forbidden  ground,     [fly. 
Drunk  with  the  burning  scent  of  place  or  power. 
Stanch  to  the  loot  of  Lucre- — till  they  die. 

Or,  if  for  men  you  lake;  them,  as  1  mark 
Their  manners,  thou  their  various  fates  survey. 


THE  RELAPSE.  171 

With  nim  mismoasuied  and  impetuous  speed. 
Some,  daitiiisi-,  strike  their  ardent  wish  far  oti', 
Through  fury  to  jiossess  it:  some  succeed. 
But  stumble,  and  let  fall  the  taken  prize. 
From  some,  by  sudden  blasts,  'tis  whirl'd  away, 
And  lodged  in  bosonis  that  ne'er  dream'd  of  gain. 
To  some  it  sticks  so  close,  that,  when  torn  off, 
Torn  is  the  man,  and  mortal  is  the  wound. 
Some,  oVr-enaniourM  of  their  bags,  run  mad ; 
Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread. 
Together  some  (unhappy  rivals  !)  seize. 
And  rend  abundance  into  poverty; 
Loud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  smiles ; 
Smiles,  too,  the  goddess;  but  smiles  most  at  those 
(Just  victims  of  exorbitant  desire  !) 
"^^  ho  ]K  risli  at  their  own  retpiest,  and,  whelm'd 
Bern  ath  Ik  r  load  of  la\ish  grants,  expire. 
Portune  is  famous  for  her  nundjers  slain; 
The  numlK  r  small  which  happiness  can  bear. 
Though  various  for  a  while  their  fates,  at  last 
One  curse  involves  them  all :  at  Death's  approach 
All  read  their  riches  backward  into  loss, 
And  mourn  in  just  proportion  to  their  store. 

And  Death's  apjjroaeli  (if  orthodox  my  sonu) 
Is  hasten  (1  by  the  lure  of  I'ortunc;  s  smiles. 
And  art  tlidu  still  a  ulutton  of  bright  gold? 
And  art  tliou  still  rapacious  (»f  thy  ruin  ^ 
Death  loves  a  shining  mark,  a  signal  blow; 
A  bl«»w  which,  while  it  txecutes,  alarms. 
And  startles  thousands  with  a  signal  fall. 
As  when  some  stately  growth  of  oak,  or  pine, 
Which  nods  aloft  and  proudly  spreads  her  shade, 
'I'he  Sun's  (hiiaiicc  ,  and  the  lloek's  <lefence, 
IJy  the  strong  strokes  of  labouring  hinds  subdued 
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Loud  groans  her  last ;  and  rusliinf^'  from  her  liuight. 
In  cnmbrons  ruin  thunders  to  the  ground; 
The  conscious  forest  trembh;s  at  the  shock, 
And  hill,  and  stream,  and  distant  dale,  resound. 
These  high-aini'd  darts  of  Death,  and  these  alone, 
Should  1  collect,  my  (juiver  would  be  full; 
A  quiver  which,  suspended  in  mid  air, 
Or  near  heaven's  archer,  in  the  zodiac,  hung, 
(So  could  it  be)  should  draw  (he  public  eye. 
The  gaze  and  contemplation  of  mankind  ! 
A  constellation  awful,  yet  benign. 
To  guide  the  gay  through  life's  tempestuous  w  ave. 
Nor  sulfer  them  to  strike  the  common  rock  ; 
'  From  greater  danger  to  grow  more  secure. 
And,  wrapp'd  in  happiness,  forget  their  fate.' 

Lysander,  happy  jjast  the  common  lot, 
Was  warn'd  of  danger,  but  too  gay  to  fear. 
He  woo'd  the  fair  Aspasia;  she  was  kind. 
In   youth,   forn),   fortune,  fame,  they  both  were 

bless'd : 
All  who  knew,  envied  ;  yet  in  envy  loved  : 
Can  Fancy  form  mor(!  finish'd  happiness? 
Fix'd  was  the  nuptial  hour.     Her  stately  dome 
Rose  on  the  sounding  beach.  The  glittering  spires 
Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  against  the  shore ; 
So  break  those  glittering  shadows,  human  joys. 
The  faithless  morning  smiled:  he  takes  his  leave 
To  re-embrace,  in  ecstasies,  at  eve  : 
The  rising  storm  forbids  :  the  news  arrives ; 
Untold  she  saw  it  in  her  servant's  eye. 
She  felt  it  seen,  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel) 
And  drown'd,  without  the  furious  ocean's  aid, 
In  suffocating  sorrows  shares  his  tomb. 
Now  routul  the  sumptuous  bridal  monument 


THE  RELAPSE.  173 

The  guilty  billows  innocently  roar, 

And  the  rough  sailor  passing,  drops  a  tear. 

A  tear? — can  tears  suffice? — but  not  for  me. 

How  vain  our  eftbrts  !  and  our  arts  how  vain ! 

The  distant  train  of  thouglit  I  took,  to  shun. 

Has  thrown  me  on  my  fate. — These  died  together ; 

Happy  in  ruin  !   undivorced  by  death  ! 

Or  ne'er  to  meet,  or  ne'er  to  part,  is  peaces — 

Narcissa  !   Pity  bleeds  at  tliought  of  thee  ; 

Yet  thou  wast  only  near  me,  not  myself. 

Survive  myself  ? — that  cures  all  other  woe. 

Narcissa  lives  ;  Philander  is  forgot. 

O  the  soft  commerce  ! — O  the  tender  ties. 

Close  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart! 

^Vhich,  broken,  break  them,  and  drain  off  the  soul 

(Jf  human  joy,  and  make  it  pain  to  livu. — 

And  is  it  tlicn  to  live  '.   \\'lun  such  fiitiids  part, 

"J'is  the  survivor  dies. — My  heart!  no  more. 


44. 


PREFACE 


NIGHT  THE  SIXTH. 


Trw  ages  have  l)cen  deeper  in  dispute  about 
religion  than  this.  The  dispute  about  religion, 
and  the  practice  of  it,  seldom  go  together.  The 
shorter,  therefore,  the  dispute,  the  better.  I 
think  it  may  be  reduced  to  this  single  question, 
'  Is  man  immortal,  or  is  he  not?'  If  he  is  not,  all 
our  disputes  arc  mere  amusements,  or  trials  of 
skill.  In  this  case,  truth,  reason,  religion,  which 
give  our  discourses  such  pomp  and  solemnity,  are 
(as  will  be  shown)  mere  empty  sounds,  without 
any  meaning  in  them  :  but  if  man  is  immortal,  it 
will  behove  him  to  be  very  serious  about  eternal 
consequences ;  or,  in  other  words,  to  be  truly  re- 
ligious. And  this  great  fundamental  truth,  unes- 
tablished,  or  unawakened  in  the  minds  of  men, 
is,  I  conceive,  the  real  soiirce  and  support  of  all 
our  infidelity,  how  remote  soever  the  particular 
objections  advanced  may  seem  to  be  from  it. 

Sensible  appearances  ati'ect  most  men  much 
more  than  abstract  reasonings  ;  and  we  daily  see 
bodies  drop  around  us,  but  the  soul  is  invisible. 
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The  power  which  inclination  has  over  the  judg- 
ment, is  greater  than  can  be  well  conceived  by 
those  that  have  not  had  an  experience  of  it ;  and 
of  what  numbers  is  it  the  sad  interest  that  souls 
should  not  survive]  The  heathen  world  con- 
fessed that  they  rather  hoped,  than  firmly  be- 
lieved, immortality  !  and  how  many  heathens 
have  we  still  amongst  us  !  The  Sacred  Page  as- 
sures us,  that  '  life  and  immortality  is  brought 
to  light  by  the  Gospel;'  but  by  how  many  is  the 
(jospel  rejected  or  overlooked?  From  these  con- 
siderations, and  from  my  being,  accidentally, 
privy  to  the  sentiments  of  some  particular  per- 
sons, 1  have  been  lung  persuaded  that  most,  if 
not  all  our  infidels  (whatever  name  they  take,  and 
whatever  scheme  for  argument's  sake,  and  to 
keep  themselves  in  countenance,  they  patronize) 
are  supporlt.d  in  their  deplorable  error  by  some 
doubt  of  their  inunortality  at  the  bottom :  and  I 
am  satisfied,  that  men  once  thoroughly  convinced 
of  their  imuKjrtality,  are  not  far  from  being  Chris- 
tians :  for  it  is  hard  to  conceive  that  a  man,  fully 
conscious  eternal  pain  or  happiness  will  certainly 
be  his  lot,  should  not  earnestly  and  impartially 
in(piire  after  the  surest  means  of  escaping  one, 
and  securing  the  other :  and  of  such  an  earnest 
and  iuiparlial  imiuiry  I  w»II  know  the  conse- 
(pienee. 

Here,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  most  funda- 
mental truth,  some  |»lain  arguments  are  oilered  ; 
arguments  derived  from  principles  which  infidels 
admit  in  common  with  believers;  arguments 
which  ajipear  to  nie  allogt.ther  irresistible;  and 
such  as,   I  am  satisfn  d,  will  have  great  weiahl 
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with  all  who  ^ivo  themselves  the  small  trouble  of 
looking  seriously  into  their  own  bosoms,  and  of 
observinii,  with  any  tolerable  degree  of  attention, 
what  daily  ])asses  round  about  thorn  in  the  world. 
If  some  arguments  shall  here  occur  which  others 
have  declined,  they  are  submitted,  with  all  de- 
ference, to  better  judgments,  in  this,  of  all  points, 
the  most  important !  for  as  to  the  being  of  a  God, 
that  is  no  longer  disputed  ;  but  it  is  undisputed 
for  this  reason  only,  viz.  because  where  the  least 
pretence  1o  reason  is  admitted,  it  must  for  ever 
be  indisputable  :  and,  of  consequence,  no  man 
can  be  betrayed  into  a  dispute  of  that  nature  by 
vanity,  which  has  a  principal  share  in  animating 
our  modern  combatants  against  other  articles  of 
our  belief. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


NIGHT  VI. 


IN  TWO  I'ARXS. 
iNTAlNINti  THE  NATt'UK,  niOOF,  AND  IMI'OllTANCK  OF 

liM  MORTALITY. 


i'AKT  I. 

UllllKi:,  AMONf;  OTIlEll  THINGS, 
c.LOKY  AND  lUClllrlS  ARE  PARTICLTLAllLY  CONSIDER!' I). 

5:0  tlje  Bigljt  Bon.  I^cnru  pdljam, 

l-'ii-.tl  Lord  Commissiiiimr  of  Ihe  Treasury,  and  ChanvMor 
of  the  Kxchef/iier. 

Silli'  (fui  I  know  not  yet  lier  niiiiu'  in  llouvon) 
Not  early,  like  Nurci^sii,  left  ill*'  scene, 
Nor  sudden,  like  Philander.      \V  liat  avail? 
'I'liis  sceininf^  niitiijation  but  inilanies  ; 
This  fancied  medicine  li<ijiht«ns  the  disease. 
The  loiit;«r  kn<)\Nn,  (he  closer  still  she  a,rcvv, 
And  gradual  [Kirliii;;  is  a  gradual  death. 
Tis  the  ^rini  tyrant's  engine  which  extorts, 

'   Kcfcrriiii,'  to  Nigbt  liu  Fillli. 
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15y  tardy  pressure's  still  increasing  weight, 
rVoin  harilost  lioarts  confession  ot"  distress. 

Otho  long  (lark  approach,  through  years  of  pain. 
Death's  gallery  !  (might  1  dare  to  call  it  so) 
With  dismal  doubt  and  sable  terror  hung. 
Sick  Hope's  pale  lamp  its  only  glimmering  ray : 
There  Fate  njy  melancholy  walk  ordain'd, 
Forbid  self-love  its(  If  to  flatter  there. 
How  oft  1  gazed,  prophetically  sad! 
How  oft  T  saw  her  chad,  while  yet  in  smiles  ! 
In  smiles  she  sunk  her  grief  to  lessen  mine  : 
She  spoke  me  comfort,  and  increased  my  pain. 
Like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town. 
By  slow  and  silent,  but  resistless  sap, 
In  his  pale  progress  gently  gaining  ground, 
Death  urged  his  deadly  siege;  in  spite  of  art. 
Of  all  the  balmy  blessings  Nature  lends 
To  succour  frail  humanity.     Ye  Stars  ! 
(Not  now  first  made  familiar  to  my  sight) 
And  thou,  O  Moon  !   bear  witness  ;  many  a  uight 
He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  head. 
Tied  down  my  sore  attention  to  the  shock, 
15y  ceaseless  depredations  on  a  life 
Dearer  than  that  he  left  me.      Dreadful  post 
Of  observation  !  darker  every  hour! 
Less  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink, 
And  pointed  at  eternity  below  ; 
When  my  soid  shudder'd  at  futurity  ; 
When,  on  a  moment's  point,  the'  important  die 
Of  life  and  death  spun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell. 
And  turn'd  up  life ;  my  title  to  more  woe. 
Jiut  why  more  woe  ?  more  comfort  let  it  be. 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  which  wish'd  to  die  ; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  wretchedness  and  pain  ; 


THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED.  179 

Nothing  is  dead,  but  what  cnciiniber'd,  gall'd, 
Block'd  up  tho  pass,  and  barr  d  from  real  Hfe. 
Where  dwells  that  wish  most  ardent  of  the  wise? 
Too  dark  the  Sun  to  see  it ;  highest  stars 
Too  low  to  reach  it ;   Death,  great  Death  alone, 
O'er  Stars  and  Sun  triumphant,  lands  us  there. 

Nor  dreadful  our  tansition,  thou<jh  the  mind, 
An  artist  at  creating  s(;lt'-alarms, 
Kich  in  expedients  for  in((uietude, 
Is  prone  to  paint  it  dreadtul.      Who  can  take 
Death's  portrait  true  ?  the  tj^rant  never  sat. 
Our  sketch  all  random  strokes,  conjecture  all ; 
Close  shuts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  single  tale. 
Death  and  his  image  rising  in  the  brain 
Bear  faint  resemblance  ;  never  are  alike  : 
Fear  shakes  the  pencil :    Taney  loves  excess; 
Dark  Ignorance  is  lavish  of  her  shades  ; 
And  these  the  formidable  picture  draw. 

But  grant  the  worst,  'tis  past ;   new  prospects 
rise, 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tomb. 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation  claim. 
Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  life  ; 
\  iews  that  siis|)cnd  our  agonies  in  death, 
AVrapp'il  in  the  thought  of  immortality, 
Wrapp'd  in  the  single,  the  tiiiimpliant  thought! 
Long  life  might  lapse,  age  uii|)eiceiv(;d  come  on. 
And  liiid  the  soul  unsatc^d  with  her  theme. 
Its  Nature,  Proof,  Importance,  fire  my  song. 
O  that  my  song  could  'inulate  my  soul! 
Like  her  immort;d.      No!  — the  sduI  disdains 
A  mark  so  nu  an  ;   far  nobler  hope  inllamcs; 
If  (Midlcss  aires  can  outwcinii  au  hour, 
Let  not  the  laurel,  luil  the  palm  inspire. 
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Thy  nature.  Immortality!  who  knows? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  it  is  but  hfe 
In  stronger  thread  ot"  brigliter  coh)ur  spun. 
And  spun  for  ever ;  dipp'd  by  cruel  Fate 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  black,  how  brittle,  here ; 
How  short  our  corresj)ondence  with  the  Sun  ! 
And  while  it  lasts,  inglorious  !  our  best  deeds 
How  wanting  in  their  weight!  our  highest  joys 
Small  cordials  to  support  us  in  our  pain, 
And  give  us  strength  to  sutler.     But  how  great 
To  mingle  interests,  converse,  amities, 
^\^ith  all  the  sons  of  Reason,  scatter'd  wide 
Through  habitable  space,  wherever  born, 
Howe'er  endow'd  I  to  live  free  citizens 
Of  universal  Nature  !  to  lay  hold. 
By  more  than  feeble  faith,  on  the  Supreme ! 
To  call  Heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
(Mines  which  support  archangels  in  their  state) 
Our  own !  to  rise  in  science  as  in  bliss. 
Initiate  in  the  secrets  of  the  skies  ! 
To  read  Creation ;  read  its  mighty  plan 
In  the  bare  bosom  of  the  Deity  ! 
The  plan  and  execution  to  collate ! 
To  see,  before  each  glance  of  i)iercing  thought, 
All  cloud,  all  shadow,  blown  remote ;  and  leave 
No  mystery — but  that  of  Love  Divine, 
AVhich  lifts  us  on  the  seraph's  flaming  wing. 
From  Earth's  aceldama,  this  field  of  blood. 
Of  inward  anguish,  and  of  outward  ill, 
From  darkness  and  from  dust,  to  such  a  scene  ! 
Love's  element !  true  joy's  illustrious  home  ! 
From  Earth's  sad  contrast  (now  deplored)  more 
"What  exquisite  vicissitude  of  Fate  !  [fair  ! 

Bless'd  absolution  of  our  blackest  hour  ! 
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Lorenzo !   these  are  thoughts  that  make  man 
man, 
The  wise  illumine,  aggrandize  the  great. 
How  great,  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindred  clod, 
And  every  moment  tear  to  sink  beneath 
The  clod  we  tread,  soon  trodden  by  our  sons) 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  Time's  pursuits, 
To  stop,  and  pause ;  involved  in  high  presage, 
Througli  the  long  vista  of  a  tiiousand  years. 
To  stand  contemplating  our  distant  selves. 
As  in  a  magnifying  mirror  seen, 
Enlarged,  eniiublid,  elevate,  divine! 
To  prophesy  our  own  futurities  ! 
To  gaze  in  thought  on  what  all  thought  transcends ! 
To  talk,  with  fellow-candidates,  of  joys 
As  far  beyond  conception  as  desert. 
Ourselves  the'  aslonish'd  talkers  and  the  tale! 
Lorenzo  !  swells  thy  bosom  at  the  thought? 
The  swell  becomes  thee  :  'tis  an  honest  pride! 
Revere  thyself; — and  yet  thyself  despise. 

His  nature  no  man  can  o'er-rate,  and  none 
(!an  under-rate  his  merit.     Take  good  heed. 

Nor  there   be   modest   where   thou  shouldst  be 

proud  ; 
That  almost  universal  error  shun. 

How  just  (jur  |)ride,  wIh'U  webt  hold  those  heights! 

Not  those  Ambition  |)aiuts  in  air,  but  those 

lieason  points  out,  and  ardmt  \  irlue  gains, 

An<l  angels  emidate.     Our  pride  how  just! 

\N'hen   mount  we?    when   these   shackles   cast? 
when  (piit 

This  c«'II  of  the  creation  ?  this  small  nest, 

Stuck  in  a  corner  of  the  universe, 

\\  rapp'd  up  ill  tleecy  cloud  and  rnu-spun  air? 
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Fine-spun  to  sense,  but  gross  and  feculent 
To  souls  celestial ;  souls  ordain'd  to  breathe 
Ambrosial  gales,  and  drink  a  purer  sky  ; 
Greatly  triumphant  on  Time's  farther  shore. 
Where  V^irtne  reigns,  enrichd  with  full  arrears, 
While  Pomp  imperial  begs  an  alms  of  Peace. 

In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  science  deep, 
Ye  born  of  Earth  !  on  what  can  you  confer. 
With  half  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain, 
The  gust,  the  glow,  of  rational  delight. 
As  on  this  theme,  which  angels  praise  and  share  ? 
Man's  fates  and  favours  are  a  theme  in  Heaven. 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here  ! 
What  periodic  potions  for  the  sick  ! 
Distemper'd  bodies  and  distemper'd  minds  ! 
In  an  eternity  what  scenes  shall  strike ! 
Adventures  thicken  !  novelties  surprise! 
What  webs  of  wonder  shall  unravel  there  ! 
What  full  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  Heaven, 
And  light  the'  Almighty  footsteps  in  the  deep  ! 
How  shall  the  blessed  day  of  our  discharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  labyrinths  of  Tate, 
And  straighten  its  inextricable  maze ! 

If  inextinguishable  thirst  in  man 
To  know;  how  rich,  how  full,  our  banquet  there! 
There,  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfolds  ; 
The  world  material,  lately  seen  in  shades. 
And  in  those  shades  by  fragments  only  seen. 
And  seen  those  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye. 
Unbroken,  then,  illustrious  and  entire. 
Its  ample  sphere,  its  universal  frame. 
In  full  dimensions,  swells  to  the  survey. 
And  enters,  at  one  glance,  the  ravish'd  sight. 
From  some  superior  point,  (where,  who  can  tell 
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Suffice  it,  'tis  a  point  where  gods  reside) 

How  shall  the  stransrer-nian's  illumined  eye. 

In  the  vast  ocean  of  unbounded  space. 

Behold  an  infinite  of  floating  m  orlds 

Divide  the  crystal  waves  of  ether  pure, 

In  endless  voyage  without  ])o\tl  The  least 

Of  these  disseminated  orbs  how  great ! 

Great  as  they  are,  what  numbers  these  surpass, 

Hu^e  as  leviathan  to  that  small  race, 

Those  twinkling  multitudes  of  little  life, 

He  swallows  unperceivcd  !  Stu[)cndous  these  ? 

Yet  what  are  these  stupendous  to  the  whole  1 

As  particles,  as  atoms  ill-perceived  ; 

As  circulating  globules  in  our  veins  ; 

So  vast  the  plan.     I'ecundity  divine  ! 

Exuberant  Source  !  perhaps  I  wrong  thee  still. 

If  admiration  is  a  source  of  joy, 
Whattr:insportheiice!  yet  thisthc  kastin  Heaven. 
"^^■llat  this  to  tliat  illustrious  robe  lie  wears, 
Who  toss'd  this  mass  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  specimen,  an  earn«'st,  of  his  power? 
Tis  to  that  glory,  whence  all  glory  tlows. 
As  the  mead's  meanest  floweret  to  the  Sun, 
Which  gave  itbirth.  But  what  this  Sun  of  Heaven  ? 
This  bliss  sujirenie  of  the  sujjremely  bless'd  ? 
Death,  only  death,  tlu'  (piestion  can  resolve. 
By  <hath  cheap  Ixiui^ht  th(('  ideas  of  our  joy; 
The  bare  ideas  !   solid  happiness 
So  distant  from  it-^  shadow  rhascd  bilow. 

And  chase  we  .>lill  the  phantom  through  the  fire. 
O'er  bog,  and  brake,  an(l  pr(!cipice,  till  death  ^ 
And  toil  we  still  for  sublunary  pay? 
Defy  the  dangers  (»f  the  field  and  flood, 
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Or,  !<j)iclcr-like,  spin  out  our  precious  all. 
Our  more  than  vitals  spin,  (if  no  regard 
To  great  futurity)  in  curious  webs 
Of  subtle  thouiilit  and  exquisite  design, 
(Fine  network  of  the  brain  !)  to  catch  a  fly  ! 
The  momentary  buzz  of  vain  renown  ! 
A  name  !  a  mortal  immortality  ! 

Or  (meaner  still)  instead  of  grasping  air, 
For  sordid  lucre  plunge  we  in  the  mire? 
Drudge,  sweat,  through  every  shame,  for  every 

gain  : 
For  vile  contaminating  trash  !  throw  up 
Our  hope  in  Heaven,  our  dignity  with  man. 
And  deify  the  dirt  matured  to  gold  ? 
Ambition,  Avarice,  the  two  demons  these 
^^  hich  goad  through  every  slough  our  human  herd, 
Hard-travel'd  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low  the  wretches  stoop !  how  steep  they  climb! 
These  demons  burn  mankind,  but  most  possess 
Lorenzo's  bosom,  and  turn  out  the  skies. 

Is  it  in  time  to  hide  eternity  ? 
And  why  not  in  an  atom  on  the  shore 
To  cover  ocean?  or  a  mote,  the  ^\m  ? 
Glory  and  wealth !  have  they  this  blinding  power  ? 
What  if  to  them  I  prove  Lorenzo  blind? 
Would  it  surprise  thee?  be  thou  then  surprised; 
Thou  neither  know'st:  their  nature  learn  from  me. 

Maik  well,  as  foreign  as  these  subjects  seem. 
What  close  connexion  ties  them  to  my  theme. 
First,  what  is  true  ambition  ?  The  pursuit 
Of  glory  nothing  less  than  man  can  share. 
W  ere  they  as  vain  as  gaudy-minded  man. 
As  flatulent  with  fumes  of  self-applause. 
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Their  arts  and  conquests  animals  niiglit  boast. 
And  claim  their  laurel-crowns  as  well  as  we  ; 
But  not  celestial.     Here  we  stand  alone. 
As  in  our  form  distinct,  preeminent : 
It"  prone  in  thought,  our  stature  is  our  shame  ; 
And  man  should  blush,  his  forehead  meets  the  skies. 
The  visible  and  present  are  for  brutes: 
A  slender  portion,  and  a  narrow  bound! 
These  Reason,  with  an  energy  divine, 
O'erleaps,  and  claims  the  future  and  unseen. 
The  vast  unseen  !  the  future  fathomless  ! 
When  the  great  soul  buoys  up  to  this  high  point. 
Leaving  gross  Nature's  sediments  below. 
Then,  and  then  oidy,  Adam's  olispring  quits 
The  sage  and  lu-ro  of  the  fields  and  woods. 
Asserts  his  rank,  and  rises  into  man. 
This  is  ambition;  this  is  human  tire! 

Can  parts  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders)  make 
Lorenzo  great,  and  pluck  him  from  the  throng? 

(Jenius  and  art,  Ambition's  boasted  wings. 
Our  boast  but  ill  deserve  :  a  feeble  aid  ! 
Dedalian  enginery  !    If  these  alone 
Assist  our  llight,  I'ame's  flight  is  (ilory's  fall. 
Heart  intrit  wauling,  mount  we  ne'er  so  high, 
Our  h(.ight  is  but  the  gibbet  of  our  name. 
A  celebrated  wretch  when  I  behold, 
>Vhen  I  behold  a  genius  bright  and  base. 
Of  towering  talents  and  terrestrial  aims, 
iMetliinks  I  see,  as  thrown  from  her  high  sphere, 
The  glorious  fi;i;;  mints  of  a  sold  immortal. 
With  riibliish  niix'd,  aixl  ^lill(  ring  in  the  dust: 
Struck  at  the  splendid  melanelioly  sight, 

At  once  compassion  soft  and  envy  rise 

Hut  wherefr)re  envy  ?  'I'alents  angel-bright, 

■I  i.  K 
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If  wanting  worth,  aro  shining  instruments 
In  false  Ambition's  hand,  to  finish  faults 
Illustrious,  and  give  Infamy  renown. 

Great  ill  is  an  achievement  of  great  powers. 
Plain  sense  but  rarely  leads  us  far  astray, 
lleason  the  means,  Afteetions  choose  our  end. 
IMeans  have  no  merit,  if  our  end  amiss. 
If  wrong  our  hearts,  our  heads  are  right  in  vain, 
"What  is  a  Pelham's  head  to  Pelham's  heart  ? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applause.  [wise 

Right  ends  and  means  make  wisdom,  worldly- 
Is  but  half  witted  at  its  highest  praise. 

Let  genius,  then,  despair  to  make  thee  great ; 
Nor  flatter  station.     AVhat  is  station  high  ? 
'Tis  a  proud  mendicant:  it  boasts  and  begs ; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity. 
Monarchs  and  ministers  are  awful  names! 
Whoever  wear  them  challenge  our  devoir. 
Keligion,  public  Order,  both  exact 
External  homage  and  a  supple  knee. 
To  beings  pompously  set  up,  to  serve 
The  meanest  slave :  all  more  is  Merit's  due, 
Her  sacred  and  inviolable  right ; 
Nor  ever  paid  the  monarch,  but  the  man. 
Our  hearts  ne'er  bow  but  to  superior  worth  ; 
Nor  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there. 
Tools,  indeed,  drop  the  man  in  their  account, 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  majesty. 
Let  the  small  savage  boast  his  silver  fur. 
His  royal  robe  unborrow'd,  and  unbought. 
His  own,  descending  fairly  from  his  sires  ; 
Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  his  livery, 
And  souls  in  ermine  scorn  a  soul  without  ? 
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Can  place  or  lessen  us  or  aggrandize  ? 

Pigmies  are  pigmies  still,  though  perchVl  on  Alps, 

And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales. 

Each  man  makes  his  own  stature,  builds  himself. 

Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids  ; 

Her  monuments  shall  last,  when  Egypt's  fall. 
Of  these  sure  truths  dost  thou  demand  the  cause? 

The  cause  is  lodged  in  immortality. 

Hear,  and  assent.     Thy  bosom  burns  for  power ; 

What  station  charms  thee?  I'll  install  thee  there; 

Tis  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  before  ? 

Then  tliou  before  wast  something  less  than  man. 

Has  tliy  new  post  betray'd  thee  into  pride  ? 

That  treacherous  pride  betrays  thy  dignity ; 

That  pride  defames  humanity,  and  calls 

The  being  mean  which  statfs  or  strings  can  raise: 

That  pride,  like  hooded  hawks,  in  darkness  soars. 

From  blindness  bold,  and  towering  to  the  skies. 

'Tis  born  of  Ignorance,  which  knows  not  man: 

An  angel's  second,  nor  iiis  second  long. 

A  N(  ro,  (juitting  his  iinpc  rial  throne, 

And  courtinL'  gh'ry  from  tlic  tinkling  string, 
IJut  faintly  shadows  an  immortal  soul, 
With  empire's  self  to  pride  or  rapture  fired. 
If  nobler  motives  minister  no  cure, 
K'en  vanity  forbids  the(!  to  be  vain. 

High  worth  is  ( Icviilcd  [ilacr:  'tis  more. 
If  makes  thc!  post  stand  candidate  for  thee  ; 
Makes  more  than  motiarchs,  makes  an  honest  man. 
Though  no  I'IxcIk  (pier  it  commands,  'tis  wealth; 
And  though  it  wears  no  rilibon,  'tis  renown  : 
Uenown,  that  would  not  (juit  thee  though  disgraced, 
.Nor  leave  thee  pendent  on  a  master's  smile. 
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Other  ambition  Nature  interdicts  ; 

Nature  proclaims  it  most  absurd  in  man, 

By  pointing  at  his  origin  and  end  ; 

Milk  and  a  swathe,  at  first,  his  whole  demand  ; 

His  whole  domain,  at  last,  a  turtor  stone; 

To  whom,  between,  a  world  may  seem  too  small. 

Souls,  truly  great,  dart  forward  on  the  wing 
Of  just  Ambition,  to  the  grand  result, 
The  curtain's  fall ;  there  see  the  buskin'd  chief 
Unshod  l)ehind  this  momentary  scene, 
Reduced  to  his  own  stature,  low  or  high. 
As  vice  or  virtue  sinks  him,  or  sublimes; 
And  laugh  at  this  fantastic  mummery. 
This  antic  prelude  of  grotesque  events. 
Where  dwarfs  are  oftoii  stilted,  and  betray 
A  littleness  of  soul  by  worlds  o'errun. 
And  nations  laid  in  blood.     Dread  sacrifice 
To  Christian  pride!  which  had  with  horror  shock'd 
The  darkest  Pagans,  ofler'd  to  their  gods. 

O  thou  Most  Christian  enemy  to  peace! 
Again  in  arms?  ngain  provoking  Fate? 
That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great. 
Who  draws  the  sword  reluctant,  gladly  sheaths; 
On  empire  builds  what  empire  far  outweighs, 
And  makes  his  throne  a  scaftbld  to  the  skies  ! 

AVhy  this  so  rare? — because,  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death,  that  venerable  day 
Which  sits  as  judge;   that  day,  which  shall  pro- 
nounce 
On  all  our  days,  absolve  them,  or  condemn. 
Lorenzo  1  never  shut  thy  thought  against  it : 
Be  levees  ne'er  so  full,  afibrd  it  room  ; 
And  give  it  audience  in  the  cabinet. 
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Tliat  friend  consulted,  flatteries  apart, 
Will  tell  thee  fair  if  thou  art  great  or  mean. 

To  dote  on  aught  may  leave  us,  or  be  left, 
Is  that  ambition  ?  then  let  fljmes  descend, 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  spires, 
And  learn  humiliation  from  a  soul 
Which  ])oasts  her  lineage  from  celestial  lire. 
Yet  these  are  they  the  world  pronounces  wise  ; 
The  world,  which  cancels  Nature's  right  and  wrong, 
And  casts  new  wisdom  :  e'en  tlic  grave  man  lends 
His  solemn  face  to  countenance  the  coin. 
W^isdora  for  parts  is  madness  for  the  whole. 
This  stamps  the  paradox,  and  gives  us  leave 
To  call  the  wisest  weak,  the  richest  poor, 
The  most  ambitious  unambitious,  mean, 
In  triumph  mean,  and  abject  on  a  throne. 
Nothing  can  maki'  it  less  than  mad  in  man 
To  put  forth  all  his  ardour,  all  his  art. 
And  give  his  soul  her  full  unboundeil  flight. 
But  reaching  Him  who  gave  her  wings  to  fly. 
When  blind  Ambition  quite  mistakes  her  road, 
And  dowuvviird  pores  for  that  which  shines  above, 
Substantial  liuppiness  and  true  renown  ; 
Then,  like  an  idiot  gazing  on  the  ijrook. 
We  leap  at  stars,  and  fasten  in  the  mud  ; 
At  glory  grasp,  and  sink  in  infamy. 

Amljition!  powerful  source;  of  good  and  ill  ! 
Thy  strength  in  man,  like  length  of  wing  in  birds. 
When  disengagt  (1  from  earth  with  greater  case, 
And  swifter  lliiilit,  transports  us  to  the  skies: 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  lmiIIi  l»emired. 
It  turns  a  curse  ;   it  is  our  chain  and  scourge, 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  wIk  re  conlined  we  lie. 
Close-grated  by  the  seuilid  Ijars  of  sense, 

r2 
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All  prospect  of  eternity  shut  out; 
And,  but  for  execution,  ne'er  set  free. 

With  error  in  anihition  justly  charged, 
Find  we  Lorenzo  wiser  in  his  wealth  i 
What  if  thy  rental  I  reform,  and  draw 
An  inventory  new  to  set  thee  right  ? 
Where  thy  true  treasure?  (Jold  says,  'Not  in  me  f 
And,  *  Not  in  me,'  the  Diamond.     Gold  is  poor ; 
India's  insolvent:  seek  it  in  thyself; 
Seek  in  tliy  naked  self,  and  find  it  there  ; 
In  being  so  descended,  form'd,  endow'd  ; 
Sky-born,  sky-gui<led,  sky-retuniiug  race  ! 
Erect,  immortal,  rational,  divine  ! 
In  senses,  which  inherit  earth  and  heavens : 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  Nature  yields? 
Ear  nobler  !  give  the  riches  they  enjoy  ; 
Give  taste  to  fruits,  and  harmony  to  groves ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright  sire; 
Take  in,  at  once,  the  landscape  of  the  world, 
At  a  small  inlet,  which  a  grain  might  close, 
And  half  create  the  wondrous  world  they  see. 
Our  senses,  as  our  reason,  are  divine. 
But  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm, 
Earth  were  a  rude  uncolour'd  chaos  still. 
Objects  are  but  the'  occasion,  ours  the  exploit; 
Ours  is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint, 
AMiich  Nature's  admiral)le  picture  draws. 
And  beautilies  Creation's  aujple  dome. 
Like  Milton's  Eve,  when  gazing  on  the  lake, 
Man  makes  the  matchless  image  man  admires. 
Say  then,  shall  man,  his  thoughts  all  sent  abroad, 
Superior  wonders  in  himself  forgot. 
His  admiration  waste  on  objects  round, 
\\  hen  Heaven  makes  him  the  soul  of  all  he  sees? 
Absurd !  not  rare !  so  great,  so  mean,  is  man. 
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"What  wealth  in  senses  such  as  these !  what  wealth 
In  fancy,  fired  to  form  a  fairer  scene 
Than  sense  surveys  !  in  3Ieniory's  firm  record. 
Which,  should  it  perish,  could  this  world  recall 
From  the  dark  shadows  of  o'erwhelming  years  ! 
In  colours  fresh,  originally  bright. 
Preserve  its  portrait,  and  report  its  fate  ! 
What  wealth  in  intellect,  that  sovereign  power! 
A\  hich  sense  and  fancy  summons  to  the  bar: 
Interrogates,  approves,  or  reprehends  ; 
And  from  the  mass  those  underlings  import. 
From  their  materials  sifted  and  refined, 
And  in  Truth's  Ijalance  accurately  weigh'd. 
Forms  art  and  science,  government  and  law. 
The  solid  basis,  and  the  beauteous  frame. 
The  vitals,  and  the  grace  of  civil  life  ! 
And  manners  (sad  exception!)  set  aside. 
Strikes  out,  with  master-hand,  a  copy  fair 
Of  his  idea,  whose;  indulgent  thought 
J.ong,  long  ere  Chaos  teemd,  plainrd  huuiaii  bliss. 

What  vveallh   in   souls  that  soar,  dive,  range 
around, 
Disdaining  limit  or  from  place  or  time; 
And  hear  at  once,  in  thought  ext(,nsive,  hear 
'I'he'  Almi;;hly  F  iat,  and  tiic  Iruuipet's  sotuid  ! 
IJold,  on  Creation's  oulsidc  walk,  and  view 
\\  hat  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  shall  be; 
Commanding  with  oninipoli  nee  of  thought, 
C'r*  ations  new,  in  I'aiicy's  (icid  to  rise  ! 
Souls  that  can  grasp  vvliate'(;r  the'  Almighty  made, 
AntI  wander  wild  through  things  impossible  ! 
A\  hat  wealth  in  laculties  of  endless  growth, 
In  f|U(n(:liless  passions  violent  to  crave, 
in  liberty  to  choose,  in  power  to  reach, 
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And  in  duration  (how  thy  riches  rise  !) 
Duration  to  perpetuate — boundless  bliss! 

Ask  you  what  power  resides  in  feeble  man, 
That  bliss  to  gain  ?  Is  Virtue's  then,  unknown? 
Virtue  !  our  present  peace,  our  future  prize. 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  estate, 
Improveable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies; 
Its  tenure  sure,  its  income  is  divine. 

High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap  !  for  what? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  beggar  us  the  more ; 
Then  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  throng  ? 
Soon  as  this  feeble  pulse,  which  leaps  so  long, 
Almost  by  miracle,  is  tired  with  play, 
Like  rubbish,  from  disploding  engines  thrown, 
Our  magazines  of  hoarded  trifles  fly  ; 
lly  diverse;  fly  to  foreigners,  to  foes; 
New  masters  court,  and  call  the  former  fool, 
(How  justly  !)  for  dependence  on  their  stay. 
Wide  scatter,  first,  our  playthings  !  then,  our  dust. 

Dost  court  abundance  for  the  sake  of  peace  ? 
Learn,  and  lament  thy  self-defeated  scheme. 
Riches  enable  to  be  richer  still. 
And  richer  still  what  mortal  can  resist? 
Thus  Wealth  (a  cruel  task-master  !)  enjoins 
iS'ew  toils,  succeeding  toils,  an  endless  train  ! 
And  murders  Peace,  which  taught  it  first  to  shine. 
The  poor  are  half  as  wretched  as  the  rich. 
Whose  proud  and  painful  privilege  it  is 
At  once  to  bear  a  double  load  of  woe, 
To  feel  the  stings  of  envy  and  of  want. 
Outrageous  want !  both  Indies  cannot  cure. 

A  competence  is  vital  to  Content ; 
Much  wealth  is  corpulence,  if  not  disease  : 
Sick,  or  encumber'd,  is  our  happiness. 
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A  competence  is  all  we  can  enjoy. 
()  be  content,  where  Heaven  can  give  no  more  ! 
iMore,  like  a  flasli  of  water  from  a  lock, 
Quickens  our  spirits  movement  for  an  hour. 
But  soon  its  force  is  spent ;  nor  rise  our  joys 
Above  onr  native  temper's  common  stream. 
Hence  Disappointment  lurks  in  every  prize, 
As  bees  in  flowers,  and  stings  us  with  success. 
The  rich  man,  who  denies  it,  proudly  feigns. 
Nor  knows  the  wise  are  privy  to  the  lie. 
INluch  learning  shows  how  little  mortals  know ; 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  enjoy  : 
At  best  it  babies  ns  with  endless  toys, 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  dust. 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amazed. 
They  fail  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  see  : 
Thus  men,  in  shining  riches,  see  the  face 
Of  llappinoss,  nor  know  it  is  a  shade  ; 
]}ut  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  again. 
And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  absent  still. 

How  few  can  rescue  opulence  from  want! 
Who  lives  to  nature  rarely  can  be  poor; 
Mho  lives  to  fancy  never  can  be  rich. 
Poor  is  the  man  in  debt ;  the  man  of  gold. 
In  debt  to  I'orlnne,  tr.inbh  s  at  her  power  : 
The  irian  of  reason  sniilos  at  her  and  death. 
O  what  a  patiimoiiy  this  !  a  ijcing 
Of  such  inherent  strength  and  maj<'sty, 
Not  worlds  possess'dcan  raise  it;  Wfirlds  destroy  *d 
Can't  injure;  which  holds  on  its  glorious  course, 
VVhenthine.O  Nature!  ends:  too  bless'd  to  mourn 
Creation's  obsecpiiis.     What  treasure  this! 
Tin-  monarch  is  a  beggar  to  the  man. 

Immortal !  ages  pass'd,  y»  t  nothing  gone  ! 
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Mom  without  eve  !  a  race  without  a  goal ! 
Unshorten'd  by  progression  infinite  ! 
Futurity  for  ever  future  !  life 
Beginning  still  where  computation  ends  ! 
'Tis  the  description  of  a  deity  ! 
'Tis  the  description  of  the  meanest  slave  ! 
The  meanest  slave  dares  then  Lorenzo  scorn  ? 
The  meanest  slave  thy  sovereign  glory  shares. 
Proud  youth  !  fiistidious  of  the  lower  world ! 
Man's  lawful  pride  includes  humility; 
Stoops  to  the  lowest ;  is  too  great  to  find 
Inferiors;  all  inuuortal  !   brothers  all ! 
Proprietors  eternal  of  tliy  love  ! 

Immortal!  what  can  strike  the  sense  so  strong, 
As  this  the  soul  i  it  thunders  to  the  thought, 
Keason  amazes,  gratitude  o'erwhelms : 
No  more  we  slumber  on  the  brink  of  Tate  ; 
Housed  at  the  sound,  the'  exulting  soul  ascends, 
And  breathes  her  native  air,  an  air  that  feeds 
Ambitions  high,  and  fans  etherial  fires ; 
Quick  kindles  all  that  is  divine  within  us. 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  beneath  the  stars. 

Has  not  Lorenzo's  bosom  caught  the  flame  I 
Immortal !  were  but  one  immortal,  how 
Would  others  envy  !  how  would  thrones  adore  ! 
Because  'tis  common,  is  the  blessing  lost? 
How  this  ties  up  the  bounteous  hand  of  Heaven  ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  all  else  !   Eternity  ! 
A  glorious  and  a  needful  refuge  that, 
I'rom  vile  imprisonment  in  abject  views. 
'Tis  Immortality,  'tis  that  alone. 
Amid  life's  pains,  abasements,  emptiness. 
The  soul  can  comfort,  elevate,  and  fill : 
That  only,  and  that  amply,  this  performs; 
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Lifts  US  above  life's  pains,  her  joys  above; 
Tlieir  terror  those,  and  these  their  histre  lose  ; 
Eternity  depending  covers  all ; 
Eternity  depending  all  achieves  ; 
Sets  earth  at  distance  ;  casts  her  into  shades ; 
Blends  her  distinctions  ;  abrogates  her  powers  ; 
The  low,  the  lofty,  joyous,  and  severe. 
Fortune's  dread  frowns,  and  fascinating  smiles. 
Make  one  promiscuous  and  neglected  heap, 
The  man  beneath  ;  if  I  may  call  him  man, 
Whom  Immortality's  full  force  inspires. 
Nothing  terrestrial  touches  his  iiigli  thought; 
Suns  shine  unseen,  and  thunders  roll  unheard, 
By  minds  (juite  conscious  of  their  iiigh  descent. 
Their  [)reseiit  province,  and  their  future  prize; 
Divinelj'  darting  upward  every  wish. 
Warm  on  the  wing,  in  glorious  absence  lost! 

Doubt  you  this  truth  ?  why  labours  your  belief? 
If  earth's  whole  orb,  by  some  due-distant  eye 
Were  seen  at  once,  her  towering  Alps  would  sink. 
And  level'd  Atlas  leave  an  even  sphere. 
Thus  earth,  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admire. 
Is  swallow'd  in   llteruity's  vast  round. 
To  that  stupendous  view,  when  souls  awake. 
So  large  of  late,  so  mountainous  to  man, 
Time's  toys  subside,  and  e(|ual  all  below. 

Enthusiastic  this? — then  all  are  weak 
But  rank  enthusiasts.     To  this  godlike  height 
Some  souls  have  soar'd,  or  martyrs  ne'er  had  l)le(l : 
And  all  may  do  what  has  iiy  man  l)(;en  done. 
Who,  beaten  by  tlies<;  sublunary  storms. 
Boundless,  interminable;  joys  can  wtfigh 
Unraptured,  unexalted,  uninflamed  ? 
\Vhat  slave  unbless'd.who  from  to-morrow's  dawn 
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I'jxpects  an  empire?  he  forgets  his  chain, 
And,  throned  in  thought,  his  absent  sceptre  waves^ 
And  what  a  sc(  ptre  waits  us  !  what  a  throne  ! 
Her  own  iinnn-nse  appointments  to  compute, 
Or  com|)r(;li(Mid  her  iiigh  prerogatives, 
In  this  her  dark  minority,  how  toils, 
How  vainly  pants,  the  human  soul  divine  ! 
Too  great  the  l)ounty  seems  for  earthly  joy : 
What  heart  but  trembles  at  so  strange  a  bliss  ? 
In  spite  of  all  the  truths  the  Muse  has  sung^ 
Ne'er  to  be  prized  enough  !  enough  revolved  ! 
Are  there  who  wrap  the  world  so  close  aboutthem. 
They  see  no  farther  than  the  clouds,  and  dance 
On  heedless  Vanity's  fantastic  toe. 
Till,  stumbling  at  a  straw,  in  their  career. 
Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance  and 

song  ? 
Are  there,  Lorenzo?  Is  it  possible? 
Are  there  on  earth  (let  mc  not  call  them  men) 
Who  lodge  a  soul  immortal  in  their  breasts, 
Unconscious  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore. 
Or  rock  of  its  inestimable  gem  ? 
When  rocks  shall  melt,  and  mountains  vanish,  these 
Shall  know  their  treasure;  treasure  then  no  more. 

Are  there  (still  more  amazing!)  who  resist 
The  rising  thought  ?  who  smother,  in  its  birth. 
The  glorious  truth  '.  who  struggle  to  be  brutes ! 
Who  through  this  bosom-barrier  burst  tlieir  way. 
And,  with  reversed  ambition,  strive  to  sink  ? 
Who  labour  downwards  through  the'   opposing 

powers 
Of  instinct,  reason,  and  the  world  against  them. 
To  dismal  hopes,  and  shelter  in  the  shock 
Of  endless  night  ?  night  darker  than  the  grave's  ? 
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Wlio  fight  the  proofs  of  Immortality  ] 
With  horrid  zeal,  and  execrable  arts. 
Work  all  their  engines,  level  their  black  fires. 
To  blot  from  man  this  attribute  divine, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wise) 
Blasphemers,  and  rank  atheists  to  themselves  t 

To  contradict  them,  see  all  Xatn:e  rise ! 
AA'hat  object,  what  event,  the  moon  beneath, 
IJut  argues,  or  endears,  an  after-scene  ? 
To  reason  proves,  or  weds  it  to  desire  ? 
All  things  proclaim  it  needful ;  some  advance 
One  precious  step  beyond,  and  prove  it  sure. 
A  thousand  arguments  swarm  round  my  pen. 
From  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  man.  Indulge  a  few, 
By  Nature,  as  her  common  habit,  worn  ; 
So  pressing  Providence,  a  truth  to  teach. 
Which  truth  untaught,  all  other  truths  were  vain. 

Thou  !  wbose  all-providential  eye  surveys, 
\\  hose  hand  directs,  whose  spirit  lills  and  warms 
Creation,  and  holds  empire  far  beyond  ! 
Kternitvs  Inlial)itaut  august! 
Of  two  eternities  amazing  Lord  ! 
One  pass'd,  eri;  man's  or  angel's  had  begun; 
Aid!  whil(!  I  rescue  from  the  foe's  assault 
Thy  glorious  immortality  in  man  ; 
A  theme  for  ever,  and  for  all,  of  weight. 
Of  moment  infinite!   but  relish'd  most 
By  those  who  love  thee  most,  who  most  adore. 

Nature,  thy  daughter,  ever-changing  birth 
Of  thee  the  (treat  luimutal)l<',  toman 
Speaks  wisd<»m  ;  is  his  oracle  supreme; 
And  he  who  most  consults  lu.r  is  most  wise. 
I.oreuzo!   to  this  heavenly  Delphos  haste, 
And  come  back  all  immortal,  all  divine. 

44.  s 
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Look  Nature  tliroii^li,  'tis  revolution  all ; 
All  change,  no  death  :  day  follows  night,  and  night 
'I'he  dying  day :  stars  rise,  and  set,  and  rise  : 
Earth  takes  the'  example.     See,  the  Summer  gay, 
With  her  green  ehaplet  and  ambrosial  flowers. 
Droops  into  pallid  Autumn  :  Winter  gray, 
Horrid  with  frost,  and  turbulent  with  storm. 
Blows  Autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away. 
Then  melts  into  the  Spring:  softSpring,  with  breath 
I'avonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  south. 
Recalls  the  lirst.     All,  to  reflourish,  fades: 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks  to  reascend  : 
Emblems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expires. 

With  this  minute  distinction,  emblems  just, 
Nature  revolves,  but  man  advances ;  both 
Eternal :   that  a  circle,  this  a  line  : 
That  gravitates,  this  soars.     The'  aspiring  soul, 
Ardent  and  tremulous,  like  flame,  asoonds, 
Zeal  and  humility  her  wings,  to  Heaven. 
The  world  of  matter,  with  its  various  forms. 
All  dies  into  new  life.     Life  born  from  Death 
Rolls  the  vast  mass,  and  shall  for  ever  roll. 
No  single  atom,  once  in  being,  lost. 
With  change  of  counsel  charges  the  Most  High. 

What  hence  infers  Lorenzo?  Can  it  be? 
Matter  immortal  ?  and  shall  spirit  die? 
Above  the  nobler  shall  less  noble  rise  ? 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  revives. 
No  resurrection  know  ?  shall  man  alone. 
Imperial  man  !  be  sown  in  barren  ground, 
Less  privileged  than  grain  on  which  he  feeds  ? 
Is  man,  in  whom  alone  is  power  to  prize 
The  bliss  of  being,  or,  with  previous  pain, 
Deplore  its  period,  by  the  spleen  of  Fate, 
Severely  doora'd  Death's  single  unredeem'd  ? 
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If  Nature's  revolution  speaks  aloud 
In  her  gradation,  hear  her  louder  still. 
Look  Nature  through,  "tis  ueat  gradation  all. 
By  what  minute  degrees  her  scale  ascends ! 
Each  middle  nature  join'd  at  each  extreme; 
To  that  above  it  join'd,  to  that  beneath. 
Parts  into  parts  reciprocally  shot. 
Abhor  divorce.     What  love  of  union  reigns  ! 
Here  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  life  ; 
Half-life,  half-death,  join  there :  here  life  and  sense. 
There  sense  from  reason  steals  a  glimmering  ray; 
Reason  shines  out  in  man.     But  how  preserved 
The  chain  unbroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  incorporeal  life  ?  those  realms  of  bliss, 
AVhere  Death  hath  no  dominion?  Grant  a  make 
Half-mortal,  half-immortal ;  earthy  part, 
And  part  etherial :  grant  the  soul  of  man 
Eternal,  or  in  man  the  series  ends. 
Wide  yawns  the  ga[);  connexion  is  no  more; 
Check'd  Reason  halts;  her  next  step  wants  support; 
Striving  to  climb,  she  tumbles  from  her  scheme, 
A  scheme  Analogy  ])rou()unccd  so  true ; 
Analogy  !   man's  surest  guide  below. 

Thus  far  all  Nature  calls  on  thy  belief; 
And  will  Lorenzo,  careless  of  the  call, 
False  attestation  on  all  Nature  charge, 
Rather  than  violate  his  league  with  i)eath  ? 
Renounce  his  reasfjn,  rather  than  renounce 
The  dust  beloved,  and  run  the  risk  of  Heaven? 
O  what  indignity  to  deutliless  souls ! 
What  treason  to  the  majesty  of  man  ! 
Of  man  immortal !  hear  the  lofty  style  : 
'  If  so  decreed,  the' Almighty  Will  be  done. 
Let  earth  dissolve,  yon  [)onderous  orbs  descend, 
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Aiul  grind  us  into  dust.     The  soul  is  safe; 
The  man  emerges ;   mounts  above  the  wreck, 
As  towering  flame  from  Natun^'s  funeral  pyre: 
O'er  devastation,  as  a  gainer,  smiles; 
His  charter,  his  inviolable  rights. 
Well-pleased  to  learn  from  Tliunder's  impotence, 
Death's  pointless  darts,  andllell's  defeated  storms.' 

But  these  chimeras  touch  not  thee,  Lorenzo ! 
The  glories  of  the  world  thy  sevenfold  shield. 
Other  ambition  than  of  crowns  in  air. 
And  superlunary  felicities, 
Thy  bosom  warms.     I  '11  cool  it,  if  I  can  ; 
And  turn  those  glories  that  enchant,  against  thee. 
What  ties  thee  to  this  life  proclaims  the  next. 
If  wise,  the  cause  that  wounds  thee  is  thy  cure. 

Come,  my  Ambitious!  let  us  mount  together, 
(To  mount  Lorenzo  never  can  refuse  ?) 
And  from  the  clouds,  where  Pride  delights  to  dwell. 
Look  down  on  earth. — What  seest  thou  ?  wondrous 

things  ! 
Terrestrial  wonders,  that  eclipse  the  skies. 
Whatiengths  of  labour'd  lands;  what  loaded  seas! 
Loaded  by  man  for  pleasure,  wealth,  or  war ! 
Seas,  winds,  and  j)lancts,  into  service  brought. 
His  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  ends. 
Nor  can  the'  eternal  rocks  his  will  withstand: 
What  level'd  mountains  !   and  what  lifted  vales  ! 
O'er  vales  and  moimlains  sumptuous  cities  swell. 
And  gild  our  landscape  with  their  glittering  spires. 
Some  mid  the  wondering  waves  majestic  rise. 
And  Neptune  holds  a  mirror  to  their  charms. 
Far  greater  still !  (what  cannot  mortal  might?) 
See,  wide  dominions  ravish'd  from  the  deep  ! 
The  narrow'd  deep  with  indignation  foams. 
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Or  southward  turn,  to  delicate  and  grand. 
The  finer  arts  there  ripen  in  the  Sun. 
How  the  tall  temples,  as  to  meet  their  gods, 
Ascend  the  skies  !   the  proud  triumphal  arch 
Shows  us  half  heaven  beneath  its  ample  bend. 
High  through  mid  air,  here  streams  are  taught  to 

flow  ; 
VMiole  rivers  there,  laid  by  in  basons,  sleep. 
Here  plains  turn  oceans  ;  there  vast  oceans  join. 
Through  kingdoms  channel'd  deep  from  shore  to 

shore, 
And  changed  Creation  takes  its  face  from  man. 
Beats  thy  brave  breast  for  formidable  scenes, 
AVhere  fame  and  empire  wait  upon  the  sword  ? 
See  fields  in  blood  ;  hear  naval  thunders  rise ; 
Britannia's  voice  !  that  awi  s  the  world  to  peace. 
How  yon  enormous  mole  projecting  breaks 
The  mid-sea,  furious  waves !  their  roar  amidst 
Out-speaks  the  Deity,  and  says,  '  O  Main ! 
*  Thus  far,  nor  farther ;  new  restraints  obey.' 
Earth  's  disembowel'd  !  measured  are  the  skies  ! 
Stars  are  detected  in  their  d(;ep  recess ! 
Creation  widens  !  vaiKpiisli'd  Nature  yields! 
1  kr  secrets  are  ext<jrtfd  !   Art  pr(  vails  ! 
V^  hat  monument  of  genius,  spirit,  power! 

And  now,  Lorenzo  !   raptured  at  this  scene, 
^^  hose  glories  render  heaven  superfluous!  say, 
\N  hose  footsteps  these? — Immortals  have   been 

here ; 
(,'ould  less  than  souls  iuiuiorliil  this  have  done? 
Karth's  coverM  o  <r  with  |)r()ors  of  souls  iniuiorlal, 
And  proofs  of  Iminorlality  forgot. 

To  flatter  thy  i;ran(l  foiiilf,  I  confess 
I  liesc  arc  Ambition's  works  ;  and  these  are  great : 

s  *2 
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13ut  this,  the  least  immortal  souls  can  do, 

Transcends  them  all.  —  But  what  can  these  tran- 
scend i 

Dost  ask  me  wliat? — one  sigh  for  the  distrcss'd. 

What  then  lor  intidels  ?  a  deeper  sigh. 

'Tis  moral  grandeur  makes  the  mighty  man  ! 

How  little  they,  who  think  aught  great  below  ? 

All  our  ambitions  Death  defeats  but  one. 

And  thatit  crowns. — Here  cease  we ;  but,  erelong, 

More  powerful  proof  shall  take  the  field  against 
thee. 

Stronger  than  death,  and  smiling  at  the  tomb. 


PREFACE 

TO 

NIGHT  THE  SEVENTH. 


As  wc  are  at  war  with  the  power,  it  Mere  well  it' 
we  were  at  war  with  the  inaiiiiers,  of  France.  A 
land  of  levity  is  a  land  of  guilt.  A  serious  mind 
is  the  native  soil  of  every  virtue,  and  the  single 
character  that  does  true  honour  to  maidund.  The 
soul's  ininjortality  has  been  the  favourite  theme 
with  the  serious  of  all  ages.  Nor  is  it  strange  : 
it  is  a  subject  by  far  llie  most  interesting  and  im- 
portant that  can  enter  the  mind  of  man.  Of 
hiiih(  st  moment  tiiis  subject  always  was,  and 
always  will  be  :  yet  this  its  highest  moment  seems 
to  admit  of  increase  at  this  day  ;  a  sort  of  occa- 
sional importance  is  superadded  to  the  natural 
weight  of  it,  if  that  opinion  which  is  advanced  in 
the  I*r(  face  to  the  preceding  Nii;lit  be  just.  It 
is  there  sup|)os((l  that  all  our  Inlidcis,  (whatever 
scheme,  for  argument's  sake,  and  to  keep  them- 
selves in  countenance,  tlicy  patronise)  are  betrayed 
into  their  d(;ploiabIe  error  by  some  doubt  of  their 
immortality  at  the  bottom  :  and  the  more  L  con- 
sider this  point,  the  more  1  am  persuaded  of  the 
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truth  of  that  opinion.  Though  the  distrust  of  a 
futurity  is  a  strange  error,  yet  it  is  an  error  into 
whicii  bad  men  may  naturally  be  distressed ;  for 
it  is  impossible  to  bid  deliance  to  (inal  ruin,  with- 
out some  refuge  in  imagination,  some  presumption 
of  escape.  And  what  presumption  is  there  ?  there 
are  but  two  in  Nature ;  but  two  within  the  com- 
pass of  human  thought ;  and  these  are, — That 
either  God  will  not  or  cannot  punish.  Consider- 
ing the  divine  attributes,  the  first  is  too  gross  to 
be  digested  by  our  strongest  wishes  ;  and,  since 
Omnipotence  is  as  much  a  divine  attribute  as 
IJoliness,  that  God  cannot  punish,  is  as  absurd  a 
supposition  as  the  former.  God  certainly  can 
punish,  as  long  as  wicked  men  exist.  In  non- 
existence, therefore,  is  their  only  refuge ;  and, 
consequently  non-existence  is  their  strongest  wish ; 
and  strong  wishes  have  a  strange  influence  on  our 
opinions ;  they  bias  the  judgment  in  a  manner 
almost  incredible.  And  since,  on  this  member  of 
their  alternative  there  are  some  very  small  ap- 
pearances in  tlieir  favour,  and  none  at  all  on  the 
other,  they  catch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  hold  on 
this  chimera,  to  save  themselves  from  the  shock 
and  horror  of  an  immediate  and  absolute  despair. 
On  reviewing  my  subject,  by  the  light  which 
this  argument,  and  others  of  like  tendency,  threw 
upon  it,  I  was  more  inclined  than  ever  to  pursue 
it,  as  it  appeared  to  me  to  strike  directly  at  the 
main  root  of  all  our  infidelity.  In  the  following 
pages  it  is,  accordingly,  pursued  at  large,  and 
some  arguments  for  immortality,  new  at  least  to 
me,  are  ventured  on  in  them.     There,  also,  the 
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writer  has  made  an  attempt  to  set  the  gross 
absurdities  and  horrors  of  annihilation  in  a  fuller 
and  more  ati'ecting  view  than  is  (1  think)  to  be 
met  with  elsewhere. 

The  gentlemen  for  whose  sake  this  attempt  was 
chiefly  made,  profess  great  admiration  for  the 
wisdom  of  heathen  antitjuity  :  w  hat  pitj'  it  is  they 
are  not  sincere  !  If  they  were  sincere,  how  would 
it  mortify  them  to  consider  with  what  contempt 
and  abhorrence  their  notions  would  have  been 
received  by  those  whom  they  so  much  admire. 
M  hat  degree  of  contempt  and  abhorreiice  would 
fall  to  their  share,  may  be  conjectured  by  the 
following  matter  of  fact,  (in  n)y  opinion)  extremely 
memorable.  Of  all  their  heathen  worthies,  So- 
crates (it  is  well  known)  was  the  most  guarded, 
dispassionate,  and  com})osed  ;  yet  this  great  mas- 
ter of  temper  was  angry,  and  angry  at  his  last 
hour;  and  angry  with  his  friend;  and  angry  for 
what  deserved  acknowledgment ;  angry  for  a 
right  and  ten<ler  instance  of  true  friendship  to- 
wards him.  Is  not  this  surprising?  what  could 
be  the  cause  ? — The  cause  was  for  his  honour : 
It  was  a  truly  noble,  though,  p(!rlia|)s,  a  too 
])unctilious  r<:gard  for  Immortality:  for  his  friend 
asking  him,  with  such  an  alli.ctionatt;  concern  as 
became  a  fri(nd,  '  \\  here  he  should  deposit  his 
remains  T  it  «as  resented  by  Socrates,  as  imply- 
ing a  dishonourable  supposition,  that  he  could  be 
so  mean  as  to  hav*;  regard  for  any  thing,  even  in 
himseir,  that  was  not  immortal. 

This  fact,  well  considered,  would  make  our  in- 
lidcls   withdraw  their  admiration  from  Socrates, 
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or  make  tlioni  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  his 
illustrious  exami)le,  to  share  his  glory  ;  and  con- 
sequently, it  ^vould  incline  them  to  peruse  the 
i'ollowing'  pages  uith  candour  and  impartiality : 
which  is  all  1  desire ;  and  that,  for  their  sakcs : 
for  I  am  persuaded  that  an  unprejudiced  intidel 
must,  necessarily,  receive  some  advantageous 
impressions  from  them. 

juhji,  nil. 
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PART  II. 

CONTAINING  THE  NATURE,  I'ROoF,  AND   IMPORTANCE,  OF 

IMiMORTALITY. 


CONTENTS. 

In  the  .Sixth  Xiglit,  arfjuments  were  drawn  from  Nature  in 
proof  of  Imraortalitv  :  here,  otiiers  are  drawn  from  Man  ; 
from  his  discontent  ;  from  his  passions  and  powers  ;  from 
the  gradual  growth  of  reason  ;  from  bis  fear  of  deaUi ;  from 
the  nature  of  hope,  and  of  virtue;  from  knos\ ledge  and 
love,  as  being  the  most  essential  properties  of  the  soul  ; 
from  the  order  of  creation  ;  from  the  nature  of  ambition, 
avarice,  pleasure. — A  digression  on  tiie  grandeur  of  the 
passions. — Immortality  alone  renders  our  present  s;ate 
intelligible. — An  objection  from  the  Stoics'  disbelief  of 
Immortality  answered. — Endless  (jueslions  unrcsolvable, 
but  on  nopposition  of  our  immortality. — The  natural,  most 
melancholy,  and  pathetic  complaint  of  a  worthy  man,  under 
the  persuasion  of  no  futurity. — The  gross  absurdities  and 
horrors  of  annihilation  urged  home  on  Ijoren/.o.  —  The 
souls  vast  imporlanco  ;  from  ulitnce  it  arises,  ^c. — The 
ilifTicnity  of  being  an  Infidel  ;  the  infamy  ;  the  cause  ;  and 
the  character  of  an  infidel  stale.-  -What  true  free-thinking 
is  ;  the  necessary  punishment  of  the  false. —  Man's  ruin  is 
from  himself.  —  .An  Infidel  accuses  himself  of  guilt  and  liy- 
l)ocrisy,  and  that  of  the  worst  sort  ;  his  obligation  to  Chris- 
tians :  what  datigf-r  he  incurs  by  virtue  ;  vice  recommend- 
ed to  him  ;  his  high  preti-nres  lo  virtue  and  benevolence 
exploded. — The  conclusion,  on  the  nature  of  faith  ;  reason  ; 
and  hope  ;   with  an  ajiology  for  this  allempf. 


Ukavf.n  gives  the  needful,  but,  neglected,  c;dl. 
What  day,  wliut  Itour,  but  knock.satliiiinau  hearts). 


20»  THE  COMPLAINT.  N.  VII. 

To  wake  the  soul  to  sense  of  future  scenes  ? 
Deatlis  stand,  like  Mercuries,  in  every  way, 
And  kindly  point  us  to  our  journey's  (^id. 
Pope,  who  couhlst  make  immortals !  art  thou  dead  ? 
I  give  thee  joy  ;  nor  will  I  take  my  leav(;, 
So  soon  to  follow.     Man  but  div(!S  in  death. 
Dives  from  the  sun,  in  fairer  day  to  rise  ; 
The  grave,  his  subterranean  road  to  bliss. 
Yes,  inlinite  indulgence  plann'd  it  so  ; 
Through  various  parts  our  glorious  story  runs ; 
Time  gives  the  preface,  endless  age  unrolls 
The  volume  (ne'er  uuroU'd)  of  human  fate. 

This,  earth  and  skies'  already  have  proclaim'd. 
The  world  's  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come. 
And  who,  what  (iod  foretells  (who  speaks  in  things 
Still  louder  than  in  words)  shall  dare  deny? 
If  Nature's  arguments  appear  too  weak, 
Turn  a  new  leaf,  and  stronger  read  in  man. 
If  man  sleeps  on,  untaught  by  what  he  sees. 
Can  he  prove  infidel  to  what  he  feels? 
He,  whose  blind  thought  futurity  denies. 
Unconscious  bears,  Bellerophou  !  like  thee, 
His  own  indictment ;  he  condemns  himself: 
Who  reads  his  bosom,  reads  immortal  life; 
Or  Nature  there,  imposing  on  her  sons. 
Has  written  fables  :  man  was  made  a  lie. 

Why  discontent  for  ever  harbour'd  there? 
Incurable  consumption  of  our  peace  ! 
llesolve  me  why  the  cottager  and  king, 
lie  whom  sea-sever'd  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  steals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  waste. 
Repelling  winter  blasts  with  mud  and  straw, 
Disquieted  alike,  draw  sigh  for  sigh, 
In  fate  so  distant,  in  complaint  so  near] 
'  See  Nitjlit  the  Sixth 
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Is  it  that  things  terrestrial  can't  content  ? 
Deep  in  rich  pasture,  will  thy  flocks  complaiit? 
Not  so;  but  to  their  master  is  denied 
To  share  their  sweet  serene.     JMan,  ill  at  ease 
In  this,  not  his  own  place,  this  foreign  fiehl, 
Where  Nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 
Than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  suffice. 
Poor  in  abundance,  faniish'd  at  a  feast. 
Sighs  on  for  somcthinu,  more,  when  most  enjoy 'd. 
Is  Heaven  then  kinder  to  tliy  Hocks  than  thee? 
Not  so  ;  thy  pasture  richer,  but  remote  ; 
In  part  remote  ;  for  that  remoter  part 
Man  bleats  from  instinct,  though,  perhaps,   de- 

bauch'd 
By  sense,  his  reason  sleeps,  nor  dreams  the  cause. 
Tiie  cause  how  obvious,  wlicn  his  reason  wakes ! 
His  grief  is  but  his  uraudeur  in  disguise, 
And  discontent  is  imuiortahty  ! 

Sliall  sons  of  Ikher,  shall  the  blood  of  Heaven, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  earth,  and  stable  here, 
M'ith  brutal  acipiiescence  in  the  mire? 
Lorenzo!  no;  they  shall  be  nobly  pain'd : 
The  glorious  foreigners,  distress'd,  shall  sigh 
On  thrones,  and  tlujii  congratulate  the  sigh. 
Man's  misery  dedans  him  born  for  bliss; 
His  anxious  heart  assrrts  th(;  truth  I  sing, 
And  gives  the  sceptic  iu  his  Ik  ad —the  lie.     [ers, 
( )ur  heads,  our  hearts,  our  |):issions,  and  our  pow- 
Speak  the  same  language  ;  call  us  to  the  skies: 
L'nripen'd  these,  in  this  inclement  clime. 
Scarce  rise  above  conjecture  and  mistake  ; 
And  for  this  land  of  trillcs  those  too  strong 
'I  uniulluous  rise,  an«l  tcmptst  human  life. 
\>  hat  prize  on  earth  can  pay  us  for  tin  storiu  ' 
44.  > 
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Meet  objects  for  our  passions  Heaven  ordain'd, 

Dbjects  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  leave 

No  fault  but  in  detect.     liless'd  Heaven  !  avert 

A  bounded  ardour  for  unbounded  bliss  ! 

O  for  a  bliss  unbounded  !  far  beneath 

A  soul  ininiortal  is  a  mortal  joy. 

Nor  are  our  powers  to  perish  immature ; 

But  after  feeble  eft'ort  here,  beneath 

A  brighter  sun,  and  in  a  nobler  soil, 

Transplanted  from  this  sublunary  bed. 

Shall  flourish  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloom. 

Reason  progressive,  instinct  is  complete  ; 
Swift  Instinct  leaps  ;  slow  Reason  feebly  climbs. 
Brutes  soon  their  zenith  reach  ;  their  little  all 
Plows  in  at  once  ;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Were  n)an  to  live  coeval  with  the  Sun, 
The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  still. 
Yet,  dying,  leave  his  lesson  half-unlearn'd. 
Men  perish  in  advance,  as  if  the  Sun 
Should  set  ere  noon,  in  eastern  oceans  drown'd  ; 
If  fit,  wiJii  dim,  illustrious  to  compare, 
The  Sun's  meridian  with  the  soul  of  man. 
To  man  why,  slepdarae  Nature!   so  severe? 
Why  thrown  aside  thy  masterpiece  half-wrought. 
While  meaner  efforts  thy  last  hand  enjoy  ? 
Or  if,  abortively,  poor  man  must  die. 
Nor  reach  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in  dread? 
AVhy  cursed  with  foresight?  wise  to  misery? 
Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey? 
Why  less  preeminent  in  rank  than  pain  ? 
His  immortality  alone  can  tell ; 
Pull  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amiss, 
And  turn  the  scale  in  favour  of  the  just! 
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His  immortality  alone  can  solve 
That  darkest  of  enigmas,  human  hope  ; 
Of  all  the  darkest,  if  at  death  we  die. 
Hope,  eager  Hope,  the'  assassin  of  our  joy, 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  foot. 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  Despair. 
AVith  no  past  toils  content,  still  planning  new, 
Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  Death  alone  for  ease. 
Possession,  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuit? 
AVhy  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown  ? 
That  wish  accomplish'd,  why  the  grave  of  bliss  ? — 
Because  in  the  great  future  buried  deep, 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire  and  renown. 
Lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  should  pursue ; 
And  He  who  made  him  bent  him  to  the  right. 
Man's  iicart  the' Almiglity  to  the  future  sets. 
By  secret  and  iuviolabh;  springs  ; 
And  makes  his  hope  his  sublunary  joy. 
Man's  heart  eats  all  things,  and  is  hungry  still ; 
'  More, more!'  the  glutton  cries:  for  something  new 
So  rages  a[)[)etite  ;  if  man  can't  mount, 
He  will  descend.     He  starves  on  the  possess'd ; 
I  lence,  the  world's  master,  from  Andjition's  spire, 
in  Caprea  plunged,  and  dived  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  rank  sty  why  wallow'd  l']nipire's  son 
Supreme? — iJicause  he  could  no  higher  lly  : 
His  riot  was  Ambition  in  <lespair. 

Old  |{(juie  cousidted  bir<ls  ;    Lorenzo!   thou 
With  more  success  the  (light  of  Mope  survey, 
Ot  restless  Ho|)e,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
I  ligh-|)erch'd  o'er  every  thought  that  falcon  sits, 
To  Hy  at  all  that  rises  in  her  sigiit: 
And  never  stooj)ing,  but  to  mount  again 
Next  moment,  she  betrays  her  aim's  mistake, 
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And  owns  lier  qiuirry  lodged  beyond  the  grave. 

There  shouhl  it  f;iil  us,  (it  must  fail  us  there. 
If  being  fails)  more  mournful  riddles  rise, 
And  virtue  vies  with  liopc  in  mystery. 
Why  virtue?  whore  its  praise,  its  being,  fled? 
Virtue  is  true  self-interest  pursued  ; 
What  true  self-interest  of  quite-mortal  man? 
To  close  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  here. 
If  vice  (as  sometinies)  is  our  friend  on  earth, 
Then  vice  is  virtue;  'tis  our  sovereign  good. 
In  self-applause  is  virtue's  golden  prize  ? 
No  self-applause  attends  it  on  thy  scheme. 
^Vhence   self-applause?  from  conscience  of  the 

right ; 
And  what  is  right,  but  means  of  happiness? 
No  means  of  hajjpiness  when  virtue  yields  ; 
That  basis  failing,  falls  the  building  too. 
And  lays  in  ruiii  every  virtuous  joy. 

The  rigid  guardian  of  a  blameless  heart. 

So  long  revered,  so  long  reputed  wise. 

Is  weak,  with  rank  knight-errantries  o'errun. 

Why  beats  thy  bosom  with  illustrious  dreams 

Of  self-exposure,  laudable,  and  great? 

Of  gallant  enterprize,  and  glorious  death  ? 

Die  for  thy  country  ? — thou  romantic  fool  ! 

Seize,  seize  the  plank  thyself,  and  let  her  sink. 

Thy  country!  what  to  thee?— the  Godhead, what! 

(I  speak  with  awe !)  though  He  should  bid  thee 
bleed? 

If,  with  thy  blood,  thy  final  ho|)e  is  spilt? 

Nor  can  Omnipotence  reward  the  blow  : 

Be  deaf ;  preserve  thy  being;  disobey. 
Nor  is  it  disobedience.     Know,  Lorenzo  ! 

Whate'er  the'  Almighty's  subsequent  command. 
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His  first  command  is  this : — '  Man,  love  thyself.' 

In  this  alone  free  agents  are  not  free. 

Existence  is  the  basis,  bliss  the  prize; 

If  virtue  costs  existence,  'tis  a  crime ; 

Bold  violation  of  our  law  supreme  ; 

Black  suicide  ;  though  nations,  which  consult 

Their  gain  at  thy  expense,  resound  applause. 

Since  Virtue's  recompense  is  doubtful  here. 
If  man  dies  wholly;  well  may  we  demand 
Wiiy  is  man  sutfer'd  to  be  good,  in  vain  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  enjoin'd  ? 
^^'hy  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  betray'd  ? 
Betray 'd  by  traitors  lodged  in  his  own  breast, 
By  sweet  complacencies  from  virtue  felt? 
Why  whispers  Nature  lies  on  Virtue's  part  ? 
Or  if  blind  Instinct  (which  assumes  the  name 
Of  sacred  Conscience)  plays  the  fool  in  man, 
A\'hy  Reason  made  accomplice  in  the  cheat? 
M  liy  are  the  wisest  loudest  in  her  praise? 
Can  n)an  by  Reason's  beam  be  led  astray  ? 
Or,  at  his  p<  ril,  imitate  his  God  ? 
Since  virtutt  sometimes  ruins  us  on  earth, 
Or  botii  are  true,  or  man  survives  the  grave. 

Or  man  survives  the  grave ;  or  own,  Lorenzo, 
Thy  boast  supreme  a  wild  absurdity. 
Diiuntless  thy  spirit,  cowards  are  thy  scorn : 
(irant  man  immortal,  and  tliy  scorn  is  just. 
Tiie  man  immortal,  ratiomdiy  l)rave, 
l);iri;s  rush  on  <l(;atii — because  he  cannot  die  ! 
But  if  man  loses  all  when  lift;  is  lost, 
lie  lives  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires. 
A  daring  infidel  (and  such  there  are, 
iVom  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge, 

t3 
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Or  pure  heroical  defect  of  thought) 

Of  all  earth's  madmen  most  deserves  a  chain. 

\V  hen  to  the  <;rave  we  follow  the  renown'd 
For  valour,  virtue,  science,  all  we  love, 
And  all  we  praise ;  for  worth,  whose  noon-tide  beam, 
Enabling  us  to  think  in  higher  style. 
Mends  our  ideas  of  etherial  powers ; 
Dream  we,  that  lustre  of  the  moral  world 
Goes  out  in  stench,  and  rottenness  the  close  ? 
Why  was  he  wise  to  know,  and  warm  to  praise, 
And  strenuous  to  transcribe,  in  luinian  life. 
The  Mind  Almighty?     Could  it  be  that  Fate, 
Just  when  the  lineaments  began  to  shine. 
And  dawn  the  Deity,  should  snatch  the  draught. 
With  night  eternal  blot  it  out,  and  give 
The  skies  alarm,  lest  angels  too  might  die  1 

If  human  souls,  why  not  angelic  too, 
Extinguish'd  ;  and  a  solitary  God, 
O'er  ghastly  ruin  frowning  from  his  throne? 
Shall  we  this  moment  gaze  on  God  in  man. 
The  next  lose  man  for  ever  in  the  dust  ? 
From  dust  we  disengage,  or  man  mistakes; 
And  there,  where  least  his  judgment  fears  a  flaw. 
Wisdom  and  worth  how  boldly  he  commends! 
Wisdom  and  worth  are  sacred  names  ;  revered 
AA'here  not  embraced  ;  applauded!  deified! 
Why  not  cumpassion'd  too?  if  spirits  die, 
Both  are  calan)ities,  inflicted  both 
To  make  us  but  more  wretched.    Wisdom's  eye 
Acute,  for  what?  to  spy  more  miseries  ; 
And  worth,   so   recompensed,   new  points  their 

stings. 
Or  man  surmounts  the  grave,  or  gain  is  loss, 
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And  worth  exalted  humbles  us  the  more. 
Thou  wilt  not  patronise  a  scheme  that  makes 
Weakness  and  vice  the  refuse  of  mankind. 

'  Has  virtue,  then,  no  joj-s  V — Yes,  joys  dear- 
bought. 
Talk  no'er  so  long  in  (his  imperfect  state, 
Virtue  and  vice  are  at  eternal  war. 
Virtue's  a  combat ;  and  who  fights  for  nought. 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  small  reward? 
^^  ho  \  irtue's  self-reward  so  loud  resound, 
Would  take  degrees  angelic  here  below, 
And  virtue,  while  th<,y  compliment,  betray, 
By  feeble  motives  and  unfaithful  guards. 
The  crown,  the'  unfading  crown,  her  soul  inspires  ! 
'Tis  that  and  that  alone,  can  countervail 
The  body's  treacheries  and  the  world's  assaults. 
On  earth's  poor  j»ay  our  famish'd  virtue  dies  ; 
Truth  incontestable!   in  spite  of  all 
A  JJayle  has  preach'd,  or  a  N'oltnire  believed. 

In  man  the  more  we  dive,  the  more  we  see 
Heaven's  signet  stamping  an  immortal  make. 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  his  soul,  the  base 
Sustaining  all,  what  (iud  we?  knowledge,  love! 
y\s  light  and  heat,  essential  to  the  Sun, 
These  to  the  soul  :  and  why,  if  soids  expire? 
How  litth;  lovely  here  ?  how  little  known  ? 
Small  knowledge  w(!  rliy;  up  v^  ith  endless  toil, 
And  love  unleign'd  may  purchasi!  pcrlec.t  hate. 
^V'hy  starved,  on  cailli,  our  angel-ap|>elites  ; 
\\'hil»;  brutal  arc-  indulged  their  fulsome  (ill  I 
Were  then  capacities  divine  conterr'd, 
As  a  mock  diadem,  in  savagi;  sport, 
Kank  insult  of  our  |)oinpous  poverty, 
\\  liich  reaps  but  pain  fioni  seeming  claims  sofair? 
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In  future  age  lies  no  redress?  and  shuts 
Eternity  the  door  on  our  complaint  ? 
If  so,  for  what  strange  ends  were  mortals  made  ! 
The  worst  to  wallow,  and  the  best  to  weep ; 
The  man  who  merits  most,  must  most  complain  : 
Can  we  conceive  a  disregard  in  Heaven, 
A^'hat  the  worst  perpetrate,  or  best  endure? 

This  cannot  be.     To  love  and  know,  in  man 
Is  boundless  appetite  and  boundless  power. 
And  these  demonstrate  boundless  objects  too. 
Objects,  powers,  appetites.  Heaven  suits  in  all. 
Nor,  Nature  through,  e'er  violates  this  sweet 
Eternal  concord  on  her  tuneful  string. 
Is  man  the  sole  exception  from  her  laws  ? 
Eternity  struck  off  from  human  hope, 
(I  speak  with  truth,  but  veneration  too) 
Man  is  a  monster,  the  reproach  of  Heaven, 
A  stain,  a  dark  impenetrable  cloud 
On  Nature's  beauteous  aspect,  and  deforms, 
(Amazing  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
If  such  is  man's  allotment,  what  is  Heaven  ? 
Or  own  the  soul  immortal,  or  blaspheme. 

Or  own  the  soul  immortal,  or  invert 
All  order.     Go,  mock  majesty  !  go,  man  ! 
And  bow  to  thy  superiors  of  the  stall. 
Through  every  scene  of  sense  superior  far  : 
They  graze  the  turf  untill'd,  they  drink  the  stream 
Unbrew'd,  and  ever  full,  and  unembitter'd 
With  doubts,  fears,  fruitless  hopes,  regrets,  de- 
spairs, 
Mankind's  peculiar!  Reason's  precious  dower  ! 
No  foreign  clime  they  ransack  lor  their  robes. 
Nor  brothers  cite  to  the  litigious  bar ; 
Their  good  is  good  entire,  unmix'd,  unmarr'd  ; 
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They  find  a  paradise  in  every  field, 

.On  houahs  forbidden  where  no  curses  hang: 

Their  ill  no  more  than  strikes  the  sense,  unstretch'd 

By  previous  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear: 

"When  the  worst  comes,  it  comes  unfear'd ;  one 
stroke 

Begins  and  ends  their  woe  :  they  die  but  once  ; 

Bless'd,  incommunicable  privilege  !  tor  which 

Proud  man ,  who  rules  the  globe  and  reads  the  stars, 

Philosopher  or  hero,  sighs  in  vain. 

Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brutes. 

!No  day,  no  glimpse  of  day,  to  solve  the  knot. 

But  what  beams  on  it  from  Eternity. 

O  sole  and  sweet  solution  !  that  unties 

The  dilliciilt,  and  softens  the  severe  ; 

The  cloud  on  Xature's  beauteous  iace  dispels  ; 

llestoroi,  bright  order;  casts  the  brute  beneath. 

And  reinthrones  us  in  supremacy 

Of  joy,  e'en  here.     Admit  immortal  life. 

And  virtue  is  knight-errantry  no  more; 

J>ach  virtue  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower, 

l-"ar  richer  in  reversion  :   I  lope  exults. 

And  though  much  I)itter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 

l*redominates,  and  givos  the  taste  of  Heaven. 

O  wherefore  is  the  Deity  so  kind  ? 

Astonishing  beyonri  astouishmeut  ! 

Heaven  our  reward  — for  heaven  enjoy'd  below. 
Stiil  unsuiidued  thy  stiibl>orii  heart? — for  there 

The  traitor  lurks  who  doid)ts  the  truth  I  sing: 
I'eason  is  guiltless  ;  W  ill  alone  rebels. — 
What,  in  that  stubborn  heart,  if  I  should  find 
New,  unex|)ected  witnesses  against  thee? 
Ambition,  IMi  asnr«',  and  the  l.ove  (»f  (iain  ! 
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Canst  thou  suspect  that  these,  which  make  the  soul 
The  slave  of  earth,  slioukl  own  lier  heirof  Heaven? 
Canst  thou  suspect  what  makes  us  chsbeheve 
Our  immortahty  shoiihl  prove  it  sure  ? 

First,  tlicn.  Ambition  summon  to  the  bar. 
Ambition's  shame,  extravagance,  disgust, 
.And  inextinguishable  nature,  speak: 
Each  much  deposes ;  hear  them  in  their  turn. 

The  soul,  how  passionately  fond  of  fame  ! 
How  anxious  that  fond  passion  to  conceal ! 
We  blush,  detected  iu  designs  on  praise. 
Though  for  best  deeds,  and  from  the  best  of  men  ; 
And  why  ?  because  immortal.     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  soul ; 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  moral  flow. 
Bids  it  ascend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that  little  heart's  inglorious  aim, 
"Which  stoops  to  court  a  character  from  man ; 
While  o'er  us,  in  tremendous  judguient,  sit 
Far  more  than  man,  with  endless  praise  and  blame. 

Ambition's  boundless  appetite  outspeaks 
The  verdict  of  its  shame.     When  souls  take  fire 
At  high  presumptions  of  their  own  desert. 
One  age  is  poor  applause  :  the  mighty  shout, 
The  thunder  by  the  living  few  begun. 
Late  Time  must  echo,  worlds  unborn  resound. 
We  wish  our  names  eternally  to  live  ;     [thought. 
Wild  dream  !    which  ne'er  had  haunted  human 
Had  not  our  natures  been  eternal  too. 
Instinct  points  out  an  interest  in  hereafter. 
But  our  Wind  reason  sees  not  where  it  lies. 
Or,  seeing,  gives  the  substance  for  the  shade. 

Fame  is  the  shade  of  Immortality, 
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And  in  itself  a  shadow  ;  soon  as  caught 
Contemn'd,  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grasp. 
Consult  the'  ambitious,  'tis  Ambition's  cure. 
'  And  is  this  all  ?'  cried  Caesar,  at  his  height. 
Disgusted.     This  third  proof  Ambition  brings 
Of  immortality.     The  Hrst  in  fame, 
Observe  him  near,  your  envy  will  abate  : 
Shamed  at  the  disproportion  vast  between 
The  passion  and  the  purchase,  he  will  sigh 
At  such  success,  and  blush  at  his  renown. 
And  why  ?  because  far  richer  prize  invites 
His  heart;  far  more  illustrious  glory  calls  ; 
It  calls  in  whispers,  yet  the  deafest  hear. 

And  can  Ambition  a  fourth  proof  supply? 
It  can,  and  stronger  than  the  former  three; 
Yet  (piite  o'erlook'd  by  some  reputed  wise. 
Though  disappointments  in  ambition  pain, 
And  though  success  disgusts,  yet  still,  Lorenzo! 
In  vain  we  strive  to  pluck  it  liom  our  hearts. 
By  Nature  planted  for  the  noblest  ends. 
Absurd  the  famed  advice  to  l*yrrluis  given. 
More  praised  than  ponder'd;   specious,  but  un- 
sound : 
Sooner  that  hero's  sword  the  world  li;id  (piell'd, 
Than  reason  iiis  aml>ili<)n.      Man  must  s(t;ir; 
An  obstinate  activity  within, 
An  insu[)pr(:ssivc  s|)ring,  will  toss  him  up 
In  spite  of  Fortune's  load.      Not  kings  alone. 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too: 
No  sultan  prouder  than  his  fetter'd  slave. 
Slaves  build  their  little  JJabylons  of  straw, 
Echo  the  proud  ,\ssyrian  in  their  hearts. 
And  cry, — '  JJehohl  tin   wonders  of  my  might!" 
Aufl  whv  ?  because  immortal  as  their  lord; 


220  THE  COMPLAINT.  N.  Ml. 

And  souls  immortal  must  for  ever  heave 
At  sometliiiifi'  great;  the  glitter  or  the  gold  ; 
The  praise  ot"  mortals,  or  tlie  praise  of  Heaven  ! 

Nor  absolutely  vain  is  human  praise, 
"When  human  is  sup|)orte(l  by  divine. 
I'll  introduce  Lorenzo  to  himself; 
Pleasure  and  Pride(bad  masters!)  share  our  hearts. 
As  love  of  pleasure  is  ordain'd  to  guard 
And  feed  our  bodies,  and  extend  our  race  ; 
The  love  of  praise  is  planted  to  protect 
And  ]>ropagate — the  glories  of  the  mind! 
\V  hat  is  it,  but  the  love  of  praise,  inspires. 
Matures,  refines,  embellishes,  exalts, 
Earth's  happiness  ?  from  that  the  delicate. 
The  grand,  the  marvellous,  of  civil  life, 
Want  and  convenience,  under-vvorkers,  lay 
The  basis  on  which  love  of  glory  builds. 
!Nor  is  thy  life,  O  Virtue  !  less  in  debt 
To  praise,  thy  secret  stimulating  friend. 
AVere  men  not  prouil,  wiiat  merit  should  we  miss! 
Pride  made  the  virtues  of  the  Pagan  world. 
Praise  is  the  salt  that  seasons  right  to  man. 
And  whets  his  appetite  for  moral  good. 
Thirst  of  applause  is  Virtue's  second  guard. 
Reason  her  hrst;  but  Ueason  wants  an  aid; 
Our  private  Reason  is  a  flatterer; 
Thirst  of  applause  calls  public  judgment  in 
To  poise  our  own,  to  keep  an  even  scale. 
And  give  endanger'*!  Virtue  fairer  play. 

Here  a  fifth  proof  arises,  stronger  still. 
Why  this  so  nice  construction  of  our  hearts? 
These  delicate  moralities  of  sense. 
This  constitutional  reserve  of  aid 
To  succour  Virtue  when  our  Reason  fails ; 
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If  Virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil, 

And  oft  the  mark  of  injuries  on  eartli, 

When  labour'd  to  maturity  (its  hill 

Of  disciplines  and  pains  unpaid)  must  die? 

Why  freighted  rich  to  dasli  aijainst  a  rock  ? 

Were  man  to  perish  when  nio»t  fit  to  live, 

O  how  mispent  were  all  these  stratan^ems, 

Bj"  skill  divine  inwoven  in  our  frame! 

Where  are  Heaven's  holiness  and  mercy  fled? 

Laughs  Heaven,  at  once,  at  virtue  and  at  man? 

If  not,  why  that  discouraged,  this  destroy'd  ? — 

Thus  far  Ambition  :  what  says  Avarice  ? 
'I'liis  her  chief  maxim,  which  has  long  been  thine: 
'  The  wise  and  wealthy  are  the  same.' — 1  grant  it. 
To  store  up  treasure,  with  incessant  toil. 
This  is  man's  province,  this  his  highest  praise  : 
To  this  great  end  keen  Instinct  slings  him  on: 
To  guide  that  instinct,  Keason  !  is  thy  charge  ; 
Tis  thine  to  tell  us  where  true  treasure  lies; 
But  Reason,  failing  to  discharge  her  trust, 
Or  to  the  deaf  discharging  it  in  vain, 
A  blunder  follows  ;  and  blind  Industry, 
(iall'd  by  the  spur,  but  stranger  to  tli<;  course, 
(Tin;  course  where  stakes  ol  niorc  than  gold  are  won) 
O'erloading  with  the  cares  (jf  distant  ago 
'Ihe  jaded  spirits  of  tin;  present  hour, 
Provides  for  an  eternity  below. 

'  I'hou  shalt  not  covet,'  is  a  wise  command, 
liut  boimded  to  the  wealth  the  Sun  surveys. 
Look  farther,  the  command  stands  (piitc  reversed, 
y\iid  avarice  is  a  \irlue  most  divine. 
Is  I'aitli  a  refuge  for  our  li;ippiness? — 
Most  sure  ;  and  is  it  not  for  reason  too  ? 

44.  U 
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Nothing  this  vvorUl  unriddles  but  the  next. 

Whence  inextinguishable  thirst  of  gain? 

TVom  inextinguishable  life  in  man  : 

Man,  if  not  meant,  by  worth,  to  reach  the  skies. 

Had  wanted  wing  to  fly  so  far  in  guilt. 

Sour  grapes,  I  grant,  ambition,  avarice; 

Yet  still  their  root  is  immortality  : 

These  its  wild  growths,  so  bitter  and  so  base, 

(Pain  and  reproach  !)  religion  can  reclaim. 

llefine,  exalt,  throw  down  their  poisonous  lee. 

And  make  them  sparkle  in  the  bowl  of  bliss. 

See,  the  third  witness  laughs  at  bliss  remote. 
And  falsely  promises  an  Eden  here  : 
Truth  she  shall  speak  for  once,  though  prone  to  lie, 
A  common  cheat,  and  Pleasure  is  her  name. 
To  Pleasure  never  was  Lorenzo  deaf; 
Then  hear  her  now,  now  first  thy  real  friend. 

Since  Nature  made  us  not  more  fond  than  proud 
Of  happiness,  (whence  hypocrites  in  joy  ! 
Makers  of  mirth  !  artificers  of  smiles  !) 
Why  should  the  joy  most  poignant  sense  aftbrds 
Burn  us  with  blushes,  and  rebuke  our  pride? — 
Those  heaven-born  blushes  tell  us  man  descends, 
E'en  in  the  zenith  of  his  earthly  bliss : 
Should  Reason  take  her  infidel  repose, 
This  honest  instinct  speaks  our  lineage  high ; 
This  instinct  calls  on  darkness  to  conceal 
Our  rapturous  relation  to  the  stalls. 
Our  glory  covers  us  with  noble  shame, 
And  he  that's  unconfounded  is  unmanned. 
The  man  that  blushes  is  not  quite  a  brute. 
Thus  far  with  thee,  Lorenzo  !  will  1  close, — 
Pleasure  is  good,  and  man  for  pleasure  made  ; 
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But  pleasure,  full  of  glory  as  of  joy  ; 
Pleasure,  which  neither  blushes  nor  expires. 

The  witnesses  are  heard,  the  cause  is  o'er; 
Let  Conscience  file  the  sentence  in  her  court: 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey, 
Thus,  seal'd  by  Truth,  the'  authentic  record  runs. 

'  Know  all;  know,  Infidels, — unapt  to  know! 
'Tis  immortality  your  nature  solves  ; 
'Tis  immortality  deciphers  man, 
And  opens  all  the  mysteries  of  his  make  : 
AVithout  it,  half  his  instincts  are  a  riddle  ; 
Without  it,  all  liis  virtues  arc  a  dream  : 
His  very  crimes  attest  his  dignity  ; 
His  sateless  thirst  of  pleasure,  gold,  and  fame. 
Declares  him  born  for  blessings  infinite. 
What  less  than  infinite  makes  nnabsurd 
Passions,  which  all  on  earth  but  more  inflames? 
fierce  passions,  so  mismeasured  to  this  scene, 
Stretch'd  out,  like  eagles'  wings,  beyond  our  nest, 
Par,  far  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below. 
For  earth  too  large,  presage  a  nobler  fiight. 
And  evidence  our  title  to  the  skies.' 

Ye  gentle  theologues  of  calmer  kind  ! 
M'hose  constitution  dictates  to  your  pen, 
Who,  cold  yourselves,  think  ardour  ecjmes  from 

Hell! 
Think  not  our  passions  from  corruption  sprung, 
'I'liough  to  corruption  now  ihcy  lend  their  wings: 
'I'iiat  is  their  mistress,  not  {\uiv  mother.     All 
(And  justly)  Ueason  deem  divine:   I  sec, 
f  feel  a  grandeur  in  the  passions  too, 
Which  speaks  their  high  descentand  glorious  end  ; 
\\  liich  speaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fire: 
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In  Paradise  itself  tlioy  bmuM  as  strong;, 
Va-c  Adam  fell ;  tlionuli  wiser  in  their  aim. 
Like  the  proud  Iv.istern,  struck  by  Providence, 
A»  hat  thouiih  our  passions  are  run  mad,  and  stoop, 
AVith  low  terrestrial  ap])ctite,  to  graze 
On  trash,  on  toys,  dethroned  from  high  desire  ? 
Yet  still,  through  their  disgrace,  no  feeble  ray 
Of  greatness  shines,  and  tells  us  whence  they  fell : 
But  these  (like  that  fallen  monarch  when  reclaim'd) 
When  Reason  moderates  the  reign  aright, 
Shall  reascend,  remount  their  former  sphere, 
Where  once  they  soar'd  illustrious,  ere  seduced. 
By  wanton  Eves  debauch,  to  stroll  on  earth. 
And  set  the  sublunary  wo«ld  on  fire. 

But  grant  their  frenzy  lasts  ;  their  frenzy  fails 
To  disapjioint  one  providential  end. 
For  which  Heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts. 
AVere  Keason  silent,  boundless  Passion  speaks 
A  future  scene  of  boundless  objects  too. 
And  brings  glad  tidings  of  eternal  day. 
Eternal  day  !  'tis  that  enlightens  all ; 
And  all,  by  that  enlighten'd,  proves  it  sure. 
Consider  man  as  an  immortal  being, 
Intelligii)le  all,  and  all  is  great; 
A  crystalline  transparency  prevails, 
And  strikes  full  lustre  through  the  human  sphere: 
Consider  man  as  mortal,  all  is  dark 
And  wretch»;d  ;  Reason  weeps  at  the  survey. 

The  learn'd  Lorenzo  cries,  '  And  let  her  weep; 
Weak  modern  Reason  :  ancient  times  were  wise. 
Authority,  that  venera!)le  guide. 
Stands  on  my  part ;  the  famed  Athenian  Porch 
(And  who  for  \usdom  so  renown'd  as  they  ?) 
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Denied  this  immortality  to  man.' 

I  grant  it;  but  affirm,  they  proved  it  too. 

•  A  riddle  this  !' — Have  patience  ;  I'll  explain. 

What  noble  vanities,  v.hat  moral  flights. 
Glittering  through  their  romantic  Wisdom's  page. 
Make  us,  at  once,  despise  them  and  admire ! 
Table  is  flat  to  these  high-season'd  sires ; 
They  leave  the'  extravagance  of  song  below. 
'  I'lesh  shall  not  feel,  or,  feeling,  shall  enjoy 
The  dagger  or  the  rack ;  to  them,  alike 
A  bed  of  roses,  or  the  burning  bull.' 
In  men  exploding  all  beyond  the  grave, 
Strange  doctrine  this  !  as  doctrine  it  was  strange, 
But  not  as  prophecy ;  ibr  such  it  proved. 
And,  to  their  own  amazement,  was  fidflU'd: 
They  feign'd  a  firmness  Christians  need  not  feign. 
The  Christian  truly  triumpli'd  in  the  flame; 
The  Stoic  saw,  in  doubk;  wonder  lost, 
AVonder  at  them,  and  wonder  at  himself. 
To  find  the  bold  adventures  «jf  his  thought 
Not  bold,  and  that  he  strove  to  lie  in  vain. 

Whence,  then,  those  thoughts?  those  towering 
thoughts,  that  flew 
Such  monstrous  heights? — Trom  instinct  and  from 

pride. 
The  glorious  instinct  of  a  deathless  soul. 
Confusedly  conscious  of  her  dignity. 
Suggested  truths  they  could  not  understand. 
In  I^ust's  dominion,  and  in  Passion's  storn). 
Truth's  system  broken,  scatter'd  fragments  lay, 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  through  the  gloom  : 
Smit  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  sentiments, 
Phased    Pride    proclaim'd    what    lieason    dis- 
believed. 

U2 
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Pride,  like  the  Delphic  priestess,  with  a  swell, 
l\avccl  nonsense,  destined  to  he  future  sense, 
^^  hen  lite  immortal,  in  full  day,  sliould  sliinc; 
And  Death's  dark  shadows  lly  the  gospel  sun. 
They  spoke  what  nothing  but  immortal  souls 
Could  speak :  and  thus  the  truth  they  questional 
proved. 

*  Can,  then,  absurdities,  as  well  as  crimes, 
Speak  man  immortaH'    All  things  speak  him  so. 
Much  has  becii  urged;  anddost  thou  call  tor  more  ? 
Call,  and  with  endless  questions  be  distress'd, 
All  unrcsolvable,  it' earth  is  all. 

'  ^Vhy  lite,  a  moment?  iutinite,  desire? 
Our  wish,  eternity  ^  our  home,  the  grave? 
Heaven's  promise  dormant  lies  in  human  hope  ; 
Who  wishes  lite  immortal,  proves  it  too. 
A>'hy  happiness  pursued,  though  never  found! 
INIan's  thirst  of  happiness  declares  it  is 
(For  Nature  never  gravitates  to  nought); 
That  thirst  unqueneli'd,  declares  It  is  not  here. 
My  Lucia,  thy  Clarissa,  call  to  thought; 
"Why  cordial  friendship  riveted  so  deep. 
As  hearts  to  pierce  at  lirst,  at  parting  rend. 
If  friend  and  friendship  vanish  in  an  hour? 
Is  not  this  torment  in  the  mask  of  joy? 
"Why  by  reflection  marr'd  tliejoys  of  sense? 
"Why  past  and  future  preying  on  our  hearts. 
And  putting  all  our  present  joys  to  death? 
>^  liy  labours  lieason  ?  Instinct  were  as  well; 
Instinct  far  better:  what  can  choose  can  err. 
O  how  infallible  the  thoughtless  brute  ! 
'Twere  well  his  Holiness  were  half  as  sure, 
lieason  with  Inclination  why  at  war? 
Why  sense  of  guilt?  why  conscience  up  in  arms?' 
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Conscience  of  guilt  is  prophecy  of  pain. 
And  bosom-counsel  to  decline  the  blow, 
lleason  with  Inclination  ne'er  had  jarr'd. 
If  nothing  future  paid  forbearance  here. 
Thus  on — these,  and  a  thousand  pleas  uncall'd. 
All  promise,  some  insure,  a  second  scene; 
^^  hich,  were  it  doubtful,  would  be  dearer  far 
Than  all  things  else  most  certain  :  were  it  false, 
^^  hat  truth  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  lie? 
This  world  it  gives  us,  let  what  will  ensue; 
This  world  it  gives  in  that  high  cordial,  hope; 
The  future  of  the  present  is  the  soul. 
How  this  life  groans,  when  sever'd  from  the  next! 
Poor  mutilated  wretch,  that  disbelieves! 
By  dark  distrust  his  being  cut  in  two, 
In  both  parts  perishes  ;  life  void  of  joy. 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain!  [fail 

Couldst  thou  persuade  me  the  next  life  could 
Our  ardent  wishes,  how  should  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguish,  new,  as  deep! 
Oh  !  \s\\\\  what  thoughts  thy  hope,  and  my  despair, 
Abhorr'd  Autiiiiilation  !   blasts  the  soul. 
And  wid(;  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe! 
('ould  I  believe  Lorenzo's  system  true, 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run  : — 

'  (irief  from   the   future    borrow'd  peace,  ere- 
while. 
The  futurt;  vanish'd  !  atnl  the  prcsrnt  pain'd ! 
Strange  import  of  uMpr«<'( dc  lUcd  ill  ' 
Fall  how  profound!    like  Lucifer's  the  fall! 
Tncciual  fate!   his  fall,  without  his  guilt! 
I'rom  where  fond  Hope  built  her  pavilion  high, 
The  gods  among,  hurl'd  headlong,  hurl'd  at  once 
Tonight!  to  nothing!  darker  still  than  night ! 
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If  'twas  a  dream,  why  wake  me  ray  worst  foe, 
Lorenzo!  boastful  of  the  name  of  friend! 
O  for  delusion  !   O  for  error  still !  [plant 

Could  vengeance  strike  much  stronger  than  to 
A  thinking  being  in  a  world  like  this. 
Not  over-rich  before,  now  beggar'd  quite. 
More  cursed  than  at  the  fall !  —  The  Sun  goes  out! 
The   thorns    shoot    up!    what  thorns    in    every 

thought ! 
Why  sense  of  better?  it  irabitters  worse. 
Why  sense?  why  life?  if  but  to  sigh,  then  sink 
To  what  I  was  !  twice  nothing!  and  much  woe  ! 
Woe  from  Heaven's  bounties !  woe  from  what 

was  wont 
To  flatter  most,  high  intellectual  powers. 
Thought,  virtue,  knowledge  !   blessings,  by  thy 

scheme, 
All  poison'd  into  pains.     First,  knowledge,  once 
My  soul's  ambition,  now  her  greatest  dread. 
To  know  myself,  true  wisdom? — No,  to  shun 
That  shocking  science,  parent  of  Despair  ! 
Avert  thy  mirror  ;  if  1  see,  I  die. 

'  Know  my  Creator?  climb  his  bless'd  abode 
By  painful  speculation,  pierce  the  vail. 
Dive  in  his  nature,  read  his  attributes. 
And  gaze  in  admiration — on  a  foe. 
Obtruding  life,  withholding  happiness  ! 
Prom  the  full  rivers  that  surround  his  throne. 
Not  letting  fall  one  drop  of  joy  on  man  ; 
Man  gasping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  cease 
To  curse  his  birth,  nor  envy  reptiles  more ! 
Ye  sable  clouds  !  ye  darkest  sliades  of  night ! 
Hide  him,  for  ever  hide  him,  from  my  thought, 
Once  all  my  comfort,  source  and  soul  of  joy  ! 
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Now  leagued  with  furies,  and  with  thee  ',  against 

me. 
*  Know  his  achievements  ?  study  his  renown  ? 
Contemplate  this  amazing  Universe, 
Droppd  iVoni  his  hand,  \\itli  miracles  replete! 
For  w  hat  ?  mid  miracles  ot  nobler  name. 
To  find  one  miracle  of  misery? 
To  find  the  being,  which  alone  can  know 
And  praise  his  works,  a  blemish  on  his  praise  ! 
Through   Nature's   ample   range,   in   thought   to 

stroll, 
And  start  at  man,  the  single  mourner  there. 
Breathing  high  hope  !  chaind  down  to  panus  and 

(hath  ! 
'  Knowiuii  is  suffering  :  and  shall  ^  irtue  share 
The  sigh  of  Knowledge  I — Virtue  shares  the  sigh. 
I'y  straining  «p  the  steep  of  excellent. 
By  battles  fought,  and  from  temptation  won, 
^Vhat  gains  she  but  the  pang  of  seeing  worth. 
Angelic  worth,  soon  shulHed  in  the  dark 
^\  ith  every  vice,  and  sw(|»t  to  brutal  dust? 
Merit  is  madness,  viiltie  is  a  crime, 
A  crime  to  reason,  if  it  costs  us  pain 
Unpaid:  what  pain,  amidst  a  thousand  more. 
To  think  the  most  aiiandon'd,  after  tlays 
Of  triumph  o'er  their  betters,  find  in  death 
As  soil  a  pillow,  nor  maki;  fouler  clay! 

'  Duty  !   uli'^iou  1  —  these,  our  duty  done. 
Imply  reward,  itcliginti  is  mistake. 
Duty  ! — there's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
'V  e  cheats  !    away  :  ye  daughters  of  my  pride, 
^^  ho  feign  yourselves  the  lavourites  of  the  skies, 

'  Lorenzo. 
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Ye  towering  Hopes !  abortive  energies  ! 

That  toss  and  struggle  in  ray  lying  breast, 

To  scale  the  skies,  and  build  presumptions  there. 

As  I  were  heir  of  an  eternity. 

Vain,  vain  ambitions  !  trouble  me  no  more. 

"Why  travel  tar  in  quest  of  sure  defeat? 

As  bounded  as  my  being  be  my  wish. 

All  is  inverted,  AVisdom  is  a  fool. 

Sense  !  take  the  rein  ;  blind  Passion  !  drive  us  on; 

And,  Ignorance  !  befriend  us  on  our  way  ; 

Ye  new,  but  truest  patrons  of  our  peace  ! 

Yes,  give  the  pulse  full  empire  ;  live  the  brute, 

Since  as  the  brute  we  die :  the  sum  of  man. 

Of  godlike  man  !  to  revel  and  to  rot. 

'  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  other  brutes  ; 
Their  revels  a  more  poignant  relish  yield. 
And  safer  too  ;  they  never  poisons  choose. 
Instinct  than  Reason  makes   more  wholesome 

meals. 
And  sends  all-marring  Murmur  far  away. 
For  sensual  life  they  best  philosophize. 
Theirs  that  serene  the  sages  sought  in  vain: 
'Tis  man  alone  expostulates  with  Heaven  ; 
His  all  the  power  and  all  the  cause  to  mourn. 
Shall  human  eyes  alone  dissolve  in  tears? 
And  bleed  iu  anguish  none  but  human  hearts  ? 
The  wide-stretch'd  realm  of  intellectual  woe. 
Surpassing  sensual  far,  is  all  our  own. 
In  life  so  fatally  distinguish'd,  why 
Cast  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lump'd  in  death? 

'  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  guilt? 
Why  thunder'd  this  peculiar  clause  against  us, 
"  All-mortal,  and  all-wretched!"— Have  the  skies 
Reasons  of  state  their  subjects  may  not  scan, 
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Nor  humbly  reason  when  they  sorely  sigh? — 
"  All-mortal  and  all-wretched !" — 'Tis  too  much, 
Unparallel'd  in  Nature  :  'tis  too  much, 
On  being  unrequested  at  thy  hands, 
Omnipotent  I  for  I  see  nought  but  power. 

•And  why  see  that?  why  thought!    To  toil 
and  eat. 
Then  make  our  bed  in  darkness,  needs  no  thought. 
What  superfluities  are  reasoning  souls! 
Oh  !  give  eternity,  or  thought  destroy. 
But  without  thought  our  curse  were  half  unfelt ; 
Its  blunted  edge  would  spare  the  throbbing  heart. 
And    therefore    'tis    bestow'd.      I    thank    thee, 

Reason  ! 
For  aiding  Life's  too  small  calamities. 
And  giving  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 
Such  are  thy  bounties !— Was  it  then  too  much 
For  me  to  trespass  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 
Too  much  for  Jleaven  to  make  one  emmet  more? 
Too  much  for  Chaos  to  permit  my  mass 
A  longer  stay  with  essences  unwrought, 
I'nfasliion'd,  untormentcd  into  man  ? 
Wretched  ijrefcrmciit  to  this  round  of  pains  ! 
Wretched  cai)acity  ol'  tVon/y,  tliought! 
\\  retched  capacity  of  dying,  life! 
Life,Thought,\VuVlli,\Vis<U)m,ull(0  foul  revolt!) 
Once  friends  to  peace,  goiu;  over  to  the  foe. 
•  Death,  then,  has  changed  its  nature  too.     O 
Death ! 
Corac  to  my  bosom,  tliou  l)est  gift  of  Heaven  ! 
JJesf,  friend  of  man  !  since  man  is  man  no  more. 
\N  hy  in  tins  thorny  wihhrness  so  h)ng, 
Since  there's  no  promised  laud's  aud)rosial  b(»\ver, 
To  pay  me  with  its  lioney  for  my  stings  ? 
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If  needful  to  the  selfish  schemes  of  Heaven 
To  sting-  us  sore,  Mliy  niock'd  our  misery  ? 
^V  liy  tiiis  so  sumptuous  insult  o'er  our  heads? 
Why  this  illustrious  canopy  display'd? 
AVhy  so  magnificently  lodged,  Despair? 
At  stated  periods,  sure-returning,  roll 
These  glorious  orbs,  that  mortals  may  compute 
Their  length  of  labours  and  of  pains,  nor  lose 
Their  misery's  full  measure  ? — Smiles  with  flowers 
And  fruits,  promiscuous,  ever-teeming  earth, 
That  man  may  languish  in  luxurious  scenes, 
And  in  an  Eden  inourn  his  withor'd  joys? 
Claim  earth  and  skies  man's  admiration,  due 
For  such  delights  ?  bless'd  animals  !  too  wise 
To  wonder,  and  too  happy  to  complain  ! 

'  Our  doom  decreed  demands  a  mournful  scene ; 
Why  not  a  dungeon  dark  for  the  condemned  ? 
AVhy  not  the  dragon's  subterranean  den 
For  man  to  ho\\l  in?  why  not  his  abode 
Of  the  same  dismal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
A  Thebes,  a  J3abylon,  at  vast  expense 
Of  time,  toil,  treasure,  art,  for  owls  and  adders 
As  congruous,  as  for  man  this  lofty  dome, 
Which  prompts  proud  thought,  and  kindles  high 

desire  ; 
If,  from  her  humble  chamber  in  the  dust. 
While  proud  thought  swells,  and  high  desire  in- 
flames. 
The  poor  worm  calls  us  for  her  inmates  there, 
And  round  us  Death's  inexorable  hand 
Draws  the  dark  curtain  close,  undrawn  no  more. 
'Undrawn    no    more! — behind   the    cloud    of 
Once,  I  beheld  a  sun  ;    a  sun  which  gilt     [death. 
That  sable  clouil,  and  turn'd  it  all  to  gold. 
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IIow  the  grave  "s  alter'd  !  fathomless  as  hell ! 
A  real  hell  to  those  who  dixani'd  of  Heaven. 
Annihilation  !  how  it  yawns  before  nie ; 
Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thought,  from  sense. 
The  privilege  of  angels  and  of  w  orms, 
An  outcast  from  existence!  and  this  spirit. 
This  all-pervading,  this  all-conscious  soul. 
This  particle  of  energy  divine, 
M  hich  travels  Nature,  Hies  from  star  to  star. 
And  visits  gods,  and  emulates  their  powers. 
Tor  ever  is  extingiiish'd.     Horror!  death! 
Death  of  that  death  I  fearless  once  survey'd ! — 
M  hen  horror  universal  shall  descend. 
And  Heaven's  dark  concave  urn  all  human  race. 
On  that  enormous,  unrefunding  tomb. 
How  just  this  verse;  this  monumental  sigh!' — 
"  Jiciitath  the  lumber  of  demolishM  worlds. 
Deep  in  the  rui>bi>h  of  the  general  wreck. 
Swept  ignominious  (o  the  common  mass 
Of  matter,  never  di^niried  with  life. 
Here  lie  proud  rationals  ;  the  sons  of  Heaven  I 
The  lords  of  Karth  !  the  property  of  worms! 
Beings  of  yesterday,  and  no  to-morrow  ! 
\\  ho  lived  in  terror,  and  in  pangs  expired  ! 
All  gone  to  rot  in  chaos,  or  U)  make 
Their  happv  transit  into  blocks  or  brutes. 
Nor  longer  sully  their  Creator's  name." 

Lorenzo!  hear,  pause,  ponder,  and  pronounce, 
.lust  is  this  history?  if  such  is  man, 
Mankind's  historian,  though  divine,  might  weep: 
And  «lares  Loren/o  smile  .' —  I  know  thee  proud  ! 
lor  once  let  pride  belrir  tid  lh<«  :  I'riih;  looks  pale 
At  such  a  scene,  ami  sighs  lor  something  more. 
Amid  thy  boasts,  presumptions,  and  displays, 
44.  X 
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And  art.  thou  then  a  shadow  1  less  than  shade  ? 
A  nothing?  less  than  nothing?  To  have  been, 
And  not  to  be,  is  lower  than  unborn. 
Art  thou  ambitious?  why  then  make  the  worm 
Thine  equal  ? — lluns  thy  taste  of  pleasure  high  ? 
Why  patronize  sure  death  of  every  joy? — 
Charm  riches  ?  why  choose  beggary  in  the  grave. 
Of  every  hope  a  bankrupt !   and  for  ever? — 
Ambition,  Pleasure,  Avarice,  persuade  thee 
To  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth, 
They  lately  proved  \  thy  soul's  supreme  desire  I 

^Vhat  art  thou  made  of?  rather,  how  unmade? 
Great  Nature's  master-appetite  destroy'd. 
Is  endless  life  and  happiness  despised : 
Or  both  wish'd  here,  where  neither  can  be  found. 
Such  man's  perverse,  eternal  war  with  Heaven ! 
Darest  thou  persist?  and  is  there  nought  on  earth 
But  a  long  train  of  transitory  forms. 
Rising  and  breaking  millions  in  an  hour? 
Bubbles  of  a  fantastic  deity,  blown  up 
In  sport,  and  then  in  cruelty  destroy'd  ? 
Oh  !  for  what  crime,  unmerciful  Lorenzo ! 
Destroys  thy  scheme  the  whole  of  human  race  ? 
Kind  is  fell  Lucifer  compared  to  thee. 
Oh  !  spare  this  waste  of  being  half-divine. 
And  vindicate  the'  economy  of  Heaven. 

Heaven  is  all  love  ;  all  joy  in  giving  joy  ; 
It  never  had  created  but  to  bless; 
And  shall  it  then  strike  off  the  list  of  life 
A  being  bless'd,  or  worthy  so  to  be  ? 
Heaven  starts  at  an  annihilating  God. 

Is  that,  all  Nature  starts  at,  thy  desire? 

2  In  the  Sixth  Night. 
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Art  such  a  clod  to  wish  thyself  all  clay  ? 
AVhat  is  that  dreadful  wish? — the  dying  groan 
Of  Nature,  murdcr'd  by  the  blackest  guilt. 
"What  deadly  poison  has  thy  nature  drank  ? 
To  Nature  undebauch'd,  no  shock  so  great. 
Nature's  first  wish  is  endless  happiness ; 
Annihilation  is  an  after-thought, 
A  monstrous  wish,  unborn  till  Virtue  dies, 
And,  ohl  what  depth  of  horror  lies  inclosed  ! 
For  non-existence  no  man  ever  wish'd. 
But  first  he  wish'd  the  Deity  destroy 'd. 

If  so  :  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Thy  picture  true  ?  the  darkest  are  too  fair. 
Beneath  what  baleful  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  desperation,  by  what  fury's  aid. 
In  what  infernal  posture  of  the  soul. 
All  hell  invited,  and  all  hell  in  joy 
At  such  a  birth,  a  birth  so  near  of  kin. 
Did  thy  foul  fancy  whelp  so  black  a  scheme 
Of  hopes  abortive,  faculties  half-blown, 
And  deities  begun,  reduced  to  dust? 

'  There's  nought  (thou  say'st)  but  one  eternal 
Of  feeble  essences,  tumultuous  driven  [flux 

Through  Time's  rough  billows  into  Night's  abyss.' 
Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  human  ruin. 
Is  there  no  rock  on  which  man's  tossing  thought 
Can  rest  from  terror,  dare  iiis  fate  survey. 
And  boldly  think  it  something  to  be;  born  ? 
Amid  such  hourly  wrecks  of  being  fair. 
Is  there  no  central,  all-sustaining  base, 
All-realizing,  all-connecting  power, 
■\Vhich,  as  it  cali'd  forth  all  things,  can  recall, 
And  forc(!  Destruction  to  refund  her  spoil  ? 
Command  the  grave  restore  her  taken  prey  ? 
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Bid  death's  dark  vale  its  human  harvest  yield  ? 

And  Karth  and  Ocean  pay  their  debt  of  man. 

True  to  the  grand  deposit  trusted  there  ? 

Is  there  no  potentate,  whose  outstretch'd  arm. 

When  riiJcningTinic  calls  forth  the' appointed  hour, 

Pluck'd  from  foul  Devastation's  faniish'd  maw. 

Binds  present,  past,  and  future,  to  his  throne? 

His  throne  how  glorious!    thus  divinely  graced 

By  germinating  beings  clustering  round! 

A  garland  worthy  the  Divinity  ! 

A  throne,  by  Heaven's  Omnipotence  in  smiles. 

Built  (like  a  Pharos  towering  in  the  waves) 

Amidst  immense  effusions  of  his  love  ! 

An  ocean  of  communicated  bliss! 

An  all-prolific,  all-preserving  God  ! 
This  were  a  God  indeed, — And  such  is  man. 
As  here  presumed  ;  he  rises  from  his  fall. 
Think'st  thou  Omnipotence  a  naked  root, 
I'lach  blossom  fair  of  Deity  destroy 'd? 
Nothing  is  dead :  nay,  nothing  sleeps  :  each  soul. 
That  ever  animated  human  clay, 
Now  wakes,  is  on  the  wing :  and  where,  O  where. 
Will  the  swarm  settle? — When  the  trumpet's  call. 
As  sounding  brass,  collects  us  round  Heaven's 
Conglobed,  we  bask  in  everlasting  day,     [throne 
(Paternal  splendour  !)  and  adhere  for  ever. 
Had  not  the  soul  this  outlet  to  the  skies, 
In  this  vast  vessel  of  the  universe 
How'  should  we  gasp,  as  in  an  empty  void! 
How  in  the  ])angs  of  faniish'd  hope  expire! 

How  bright  n)y  prosjject  shines  !    how  gloomy 
thine  ! 
A  trembling  world  and  a  devouring  God  ! 
Earth  but  the  shambles  of  Omnipotence  ! 
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Heaven's  face  all  stain'd  with  causeless  massacres 
Of  countless  millions,  born  to  feel  the  pang 
Of  being  lost.     Lorenzo  !  can  it  be  ? 
This  bids  us  shudder  at  the  thoughts  of  life  ! 
Who  would  be  born  to  such  a  phantom  world, 
Where  nought  substantial,  but  our  misery? 
Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heightens  our  distress. 
So  soon  to  perish,  and  revive  no  more ! 
The  greater  such  a  joy,  the  more  it  pains. 
A  world  so  far  from  great,  (and  yet  how  great 
It  shines  to  thee !)  there's  nothing  real  in  it; 
Being,  a  shadow  ;  consciousness,  a  dream  : 
A  dream  how  dreadful !  universal  blank 
Before  it  and  behind  !  poor  man,  a  spark 
prom  non-existence  struck  by  wrath  divine, 
Glittering  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  sure. 
Midst  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  night. 
His  sad,  sure,  sudden,  and  eternal  tomb! 

Lorenzo  !  dost  thou  feel  these  arguments  ? 
Or  is  there  nought  but  vengeance  can  be  felt  ? 
How  hast  thou  dared  the  Deity  dethrone  ? 
How  dared  indict  him  of  a  world  like  this  ? 
If  such  the  world.  Creation  was  a  crime  ; 
For  what  is  crime,  but  cause  of  misery  i 
Ketract,  blasphemer  !  and  unriddle  this. 
Of  endless  arguments  above,  below, 
Without  us,  and  within,  the  short  result — 
'  If  man's  immortal,  there's  a  (iod  in  heaven!' 

But  wherefore  such  redundancy?  such  waste 
C)f  argument  ?  one  sets  my  soul  at  rest ; 
One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and,  oh! — at  Iicart. 
So  just  the  ski(  s,  J'liilandcr's  lift;  so  pain'd, 
His  heart  so  pure,  that  or  succeeding  scenes 
ILive  palms  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  born  ! 

X  2 
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'  What  an  old  laic  is  this  !'  Lorenzo  cries. — 
I  grant  this  argument  is  old ;  but  truth 
No  years  impair  ;  and  had  not  this  been  true. 
Thou  never  hadst  despised  it  for  its  age. 
Truth  is  immortal  as  thy  soul,  and  fable 
As  Heeling  as  thy  joys.     Be  wise,  nor  make 
Heaven  s  highest  blessing  vengeance.    O  be  wise! 
Nor  make  a  curse  of  immortality  ! 

Say,  know'st  thou  what  it  is,  or  what  thou  art? 
Know'st  thou  the'  importance  of  a  soul  immortal? 
Behold  this  midnight  glory  :  worlds  on  worlds  ! 
Amazing  pomp;  redouble  this  amaze! 
Ten  thousand  add  ;  add  twice  ten  thousand  more  ; 
Then  weigh  the  whole ;  one  soul  outweighs  them  all, 
And  calls  the'  astonishing  magniticence 
Of  unintelligent  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  me  :  no  man  believe  ; 
Trust  not  in  words,  but  deeds,;  and  deeds  no  less 
Than  those  of  the  Supreme,  nor  his  a  few  : 
Consult  them  all ;  consulted,  all  proclaim 
Thy  soul's  importance.     Tremble  at  thyself, 
For  whom  Omnipotence  has  waked  so  long; 
Has  waked,  and  work'd  for  ages ;    from  the  birth 
Of  Nature  to  this  unbelieving  hour. 

in  this  small  province  of  his  vastdomain 
(AU  Nature  bow  while  I  pronounce  his  name!) 
What  has  God  done,  and  not  for  this  sole  end, 
To  rescue  souls  from  death  ?  The  soul's  high  price 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conduct  of  the  skies. 
The  soul's  high  price  is  the  Creation's  key, 
Unlocks  its  mysteries,  and  naked  lays 
The  genuine  cause  of  every  deed  divine  : 
That  is  the  chain  of  ages  which  maintains 
Their  obvious  correspondence,  and  unites 
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jNIost  distant  periods  in  one  bless'd  design  : 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge  on  which  have  turnVl 
AH  revolutions,  w  hethcr  we  regard 
The  natural,  civil,  or  reUgious,  world ; 
The  former  two,  but  servants  to  the  third  : 
To  that  their  duty  done,  they  both  expire. 
Their  mass  new-cast,  forgot  their  deeds  renown'd, 
And  ansels  ask,  '  Where  once  they  shone  so  fair''!' 

To  lift  us  from  this  abject,  to  sublime ; 
This  tlux,  to  permanent;  this  dark,  to  day ; 
This  foul,  to  pure  ;  this  turbid,  to  serene  ; 
This  mean,  to  mighty  ! — for  this  glorious  end 
The'  Almighty,  rising,  his  long  sabbath  broke  ! 
The  world  was  made,  was  ruin'd,  was  restored  ; 
Laws  from  the  skies  were  publisli'd,  were  rcpcal'd ; 
On   earth   kings,   kingdoms,    rose;    kings,  king- 
doms, fell ; 
I'amed  sages  lighted  up  the  Pagan  world ; 
Prophets  from  Sion  darted  a  keen  glance 
Through  distant  age ;  saints  traveled,  martyrs  bled ; 
By  wonders  sacred  Nature  stood  control'd ; 
The  living  were  translated;  dead  were  raised; 
An<Tels,and  more  than  angels, came  from  I  leaven; 
And,  oh  !   for  this  descended  lower  still  : 
(iilt  was  Hell's  yloom  ;  astonisliM  at  his  guest, 
I'or  one  short  moment  Luciler  adored. 
Lorenzo!  and  wilt  thou  do  less? — For  this 
Thathallow'd  page,  fools  scolV  at,  was  inspired, 
( )f  all  these  truths  thrice-venerable  code  ! 
Dtiits!   perform  your  cpiarandiHS   and  then 
I'all  prostrate,  ere  you  touch  it,  lest  you  die. 

Nor  less  intensely  be  nt  nifi  rnal  powers 
To  mar,  than  those  of  light,  this  end  to  gain. 
()  what  a  scene  is  here  !  — IiOr«  nzo  !   wake! 
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Rise  to  the  thought ;  exert,  expand  thy  soul 

To  take  the  vast  idea  ;  it  denies 

All  else  the  name  of  great.    Two  warring  worlds, 

Not  Europe  against  Afric  !  warring  worlds. 

Of  more  than  mortal,  mounted  on  the  wing  ! 

On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 

High  hovering  o'er  this  little  brand  of  strife, 

This  subliniary  ball. — But  strife,  for  what  ( 

In  their  own  cause  conflicting  !  no  ;  in  thine. 

In  man's.     His  single  interest  blows  the  flame  ; 

His  the  sole  stake ;  his  fate  the  trumpet  sounds 

Which  kindles  war  immortal.     How  it  burns  ! 

Tumultuous  swarms  of  deities  in  arras; 

I'orce,  force  opposing,  till  the  waves  run  high, 

And  tempest  Nature's  universal  sphere. 

Such  opposites  eternal,  steadfast,  stern. 

Such  foes  implacable  are  good  and  ill ; 

Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  mediate  peace  between 

them. 
Think  not  this  fiction:  'There  was  war  in  heaven.' 
From  heaven's  high  crystal  mountain,whereithung. 
The'  Almighty's  outstretch'd  arm  took  down  his 

bow, 
And  shot  his  indignation  at  the  deep: 
Rethunder'd  Hell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. — 
And  seems  the  stake  of  little  moment  still! 
And  slumbers  man,  who  singly  caused  the  storm? 
He  sleeps. —  And  art  thou  shock'd  at  mysteries  ? 
The  greatest,  thou.     How  dreadful  to  reflect 
What  ardour,  care,  and  counsel,  mortals  cause 
In  breasts  divine  !  how  little  in  their  own  ! 

Where'er  I  turn,  how  new  proofs  pour  upon  me  I 
How  happily  this  wondrous  view  supports 
My  former  argument !  how  strongly  strikes 
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Immortal  life's  full  demonstration  here  ! 

Why  this  exertion?   why  this  strange  regard 

From  Heaven's  Omnipotent  indulged  to  man? — 

Because  in  man  the  glorious,  dreadful  power. 

Extremely  to  be  j)ain"d,  or  bless'd  for  ever. 

Duration  gives  importance,  swells  the  price. 

An  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day. 

What  would  he  be  ?  a  trifle  of  no  weight; 

Or  stand  or  fall,  no  matter  which,  he's  gone. 

Because  immortal,  therefore  is  indulged 

This  strange  regard  of  deities  to  dust. 

Hence  Heaven  looks  down  on  earth  with  all  her 

eyes ; 
Hence,  the  soul's  miglity  moment  in  her  siglit ; 
Hence,  every  soul  has  partizans  above. 
And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  skies  : 
Hence  clay,  vile  clay  !  has  angels  for  its  guard. 
And  every  guard  a  passion  for  his  charge: 
Hence,  from  all  age,  the  cabinet  divine 
Has  held  high  counsel  o'er  the  late  of  man. 

Xor  have  the  clouds  those;  gracious  counsels  hid; 
Angels  undrew  the  curtain  of  the  throne. 
And  Providence  came  forth  to  meet  mankind: 
In  various  modes  of  emphasis  and  awe 
He  spoke  his  will,  and  trembling  Nature  heard; 
He  spoke  it  loud,  in  tliuinh-r,  and  in  storm  : 
Witness  thou,  Sinai  !  whose  cloud-cover'd  height. 
And  shaken  basis,  own  d  the  pri  sent  (iod  : 
\\  itness,  ye  billows!   whose  rctuiiiing  (idc, 
lireakinu  the  chain  that  faslen'd  it  in  air, 
Swept  l'<gypt  and  her  menaces  to  hell  : 
Witness,  ye  flames  !  the' Assyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  sevenfold  rage,  as  impotent  as  stiong: 
And  thou,  l',arth  !  witness,  whose  expanding  jaws 
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Closed  o'er  Presumption's  sacrilegious  sons^ : 

Has  not  each  element,  in  turn,  subscribed 

The  souls  high  price,  and  sworn  it  to  the  wise  ? 

Has  not  flame,  ocean,  ether,  earthquake,  strove 

To  strike  tliis  truth  through  adamantine  man? 

If  not  all  adamant,  Lorenzo  !  hear  ; 

All  is  delusion  ;  Nature  is  wrapp'd  up 

In  tenfold  night,  from  Reason's  keenest  eye  : 

There's  no  consistence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end. 

In  all  beneath  the  sun,  in  all  above, 

(As  far  as  man  can  penetrate)  or  heaven 

Is  an  immense,  inestimable  prize ; 

Or  all  is  notiiing,  or  that  prize  is  all. — 

And  shall  each  toy  be  still  a  match  for  heaven, 

x\nd  full  equivalent  for  groans  below  ? 

AVho  would  not  give  a  trifle  to  prevent, 

^Vhat  he  would  give  a  thousand  worlds  to  cure? 

Lorenzo  !  thou  hast  seen  (if  thine  to  see) 
All  Nature,  and  her  God,  (by  Nature's  course. 
And  Nature's  course  control'd)  declare  for  me. 
The  skies  above  proclaim  '  immortal  man !' 
And  '  man  immortal !'  all  below  resounds. 
The  world  's  a  system  of  theology. 
Head  by  the  greatest  strangers  to  the  schools  ; 
If  honest,  learn'd  ;  and  sages  o'er  a  plough. 
Is  not,  Lorenzo  !  then,  imposed  on  thee 
This  hard  alternative,  or  to  renounce 
Thy  reason  and  thy  sense,  or  to  believe  ? 
What  then  is  unbelief?  'tis  an  exploit, 
A  strenuous  enterprise ;  to  gain  it,  man 
Must  burst  through  every  bar  of  common  sense, 
Of  common  shame,  magnanimously  wrong  ; 

^  Korah,  &c. 
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And  what  rewards  the  sturdy  combatant  I — 
His  prize,  repentance  ;  infamy,  his  crown. 

But  wherefore,  infamy  ! — for  want  of  faith 
Down  the  steep  precipice  of  wrong  he  slides  ; 
There  's  nothing  to  support  him  in  the  right. 
Taith  in  tlie  future  wanting  is,  at  least 
In  embryo,  every  weakness,  every  guilt. 
And  strong  temptation  ripens  it  to  birth. 

If  this  life's  gain  invites  him  to  the  deed. 
Why  not  his  countiy  sold,  his  father  slain? 
Tis  virtue  to  pursue  our  good  supreme. 
And  his  supreme,  his  only  good,  is  here ! 
Ambition,  avarice,  by  the  wise  disdain'd. 
Is  perfect  wisdom  while  mankind  are  fools. 
And  think  a  turf  or  tombstone  covers  all: 
These  (ind  employnient,  and  provide  for  sense 
A  richer  pasture,  and  a  larger  range; 
And  sense,  by  right  divine,  ascends  the  throne. 
When  \  irtue's  prize  and  prospect  are  no  more, 
Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  Heaven. 
Would  Heaven  (juite  beggar  Virtue,  if  beloved  ? 

'  Has  Virtue  charms  ?' — J  grant  her  heavenly 
fair ; 
Tint  if  unportion'd,  all  will  Interest  wed. 
Though  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice. 
The  virtues  grow  on  Immortality  ; 
I'hat  root  destroyed,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  D<  ity  believed,  will  nought  avail  ; 
llcwar<ls  an<l  |)uiii.sliments  make  («od  adored. 
And  liopes  and  frars  give  Conscience  all  iierpower. 
As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child. 
Virtue-  with  Immortality  expires. 
\\  ho  tells  me  he  denies  his  soul  immortal, 
Whate'cr  his  boast,  has  told  me  he's  a  knave. 
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His  duty  'tis  to  love  himself  alone, 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perish  if  he  smiles. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  shall  wholly  die, 
Is  dead  already  ;  nought  but  brute  survives. 

And  are  there  such  1 — Such  candidates  there  are 
For  more  than  death  ;  for  utter  loss  of  being  ; 
Being,  the  basis  of  the  Deity  ! 
Ask  you  the  cause  1 — the  cause  they  will  not  tell; 
Nor  need  they.     Oh,  the  sorceries  of  sense ! 
They  work  this  transformation  on  the  soul, 
Dismount  her  like  the  serpent  at  the  fall, 
Dismount  her  from  her  native  wing  (which  soar'd 
Erewhile  etherial  heiglits),  and  throw  her  down 
To  lick  the  dust,  and  crawl  in  such  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you?  O  ye  Fallen ! 
Fallen  from  the  wings  of  reason  and  of  hope  I 
Erect  in  stature,  prone  in  appetite ! 
Patrons  of  pleasure,  posting  into  pain  ! 
Lovers  of  argument,  averse  to  sense  ! 
Boasters  of  liberty  !  fast  bound  in  chains  ! 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  shame  ! 
More  senseless  than  the'  irrationals  you  scorn  ! 
More  base  than  those  you  rule!  than  those  you  pity 
I'ar  more  undone  !  O  ye  most  infamous 
Of  beings,  from  superior  dignity  !  , 

Deepest  in  woe,  from  means  of  boundless  bliss ! 
Ye  cursed  by  blessings  infinite  !  because 
Most  highly  favour'd,  most  profoundly  lost! 
Ye  motley  mass  of  contradiction  strong  ! 
And  are  you,  too,  convinced  your  souls  fly  oft" 
In  exhalation  soft,  and  die  in  air. 
From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  against  you  ? 
In  the  coarse  drudgeries  and  sinks  of  sense, 
Your  soul  s  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of  Heaven, 
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By  vice  new-cast,  and  creatures  of  your  own ; 
But  though  you  can  ileform,  you  can't  destroy  : 
To  curse,  not  uncreate,  is  all  your  power. 

Lorenzo  !  this  black  brotherhood  renounce  ; 
Renounce  St.  Evremont,  and  read  St.  Paul, 
Ere  rapp'd  by  miracle,  by  reason  wingd, 
His  mounting  mind  made  long  abode  in  Heaven. 
This  is  free-thinking,  unconlined  to  parts. 
To  send  the  soul,  on  curious  travel  bent. 
Through  all  the  j)rovinces  of  human  thought; 
To  dart  her  flight  througli  the  whole  sphere  of  man ; 
Of  this  vast  universe  to  make  the  tour; 
In  each  recess  of  space  and  time  at  home, 
I'amiliar  with  their  wonders  ;  diving  deep  ; 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundless  interests  there, 
Still  most  ambitious  of  the  most  remote  ; 
To  look  on  truth  unbroken  and  entire  ; 
'J'ruth  in  the  system,  the  full  orb;  where  truths 
By  truths  enlighten'd  and  sustaiii'd,  aftord 
An  arch-like,  strong  foundation,  to  support 
The'  incumbent  weight  of  absolute,  complete 
Conviction :  here,  the  more  we  press,  we  stand 
More  firm  :  who  most  examine,  most  believe. 
Parts,  like  half-senfcuces,  confound  ;   the  whole 
Conveys  the  sense,  and  (iod  is  uiuh-rstood  ; 
AVho  not  ill  fragments  writes  to  human  race: 
Head  his  whole  volume,  sceptic!   then  reply. 

This,  this  is  thinking  free,  a  thought  that  grasps 
Beyond  a  grain,  and  looks  beyoiul  an  hour. 
Turn  up  thine  eye,  survey  this  niiilnight  scene ; 
M  hat  are  earth's  kingdoms  to  yi>n  Itoundless  orbs, 
Of  human  souls,  one  day,  the  destined  range? 
Ami  wli;if  yon  l)ounilli  --s  orbs  to  godlike  man? 
Those  numerous  worlds  that  throng  the  rnmament, 
44.  Y 
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And  ask  more  space  in  Heaven,  can  roll  at  large 
In  man's  capacious  thoniiht,  and  still  leave  room 
Por  ampler  orbs,  tor  new  creations  there. 
Can  such  a  soul  contract  itself,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimension,  of  no  weight? 
It  can  ;  it  docs  :  the  world  is  such  a  point ; 
And  of  that  point  how  small  a  part  enslaves  ! 

How  small  a  part — of  nothing,  shall  I  say  ? 
Why  not? — Friends,  our  chief  treasure,  how  they 
Lucia,  Narcissa  fair,  Pliilander,  gone  !        [drop  ! 
The  grave,  like  I'abled  Cerberus,  has  oped 
A  triple  mouth,  and  in  an  awful  voice 
Loud  calls  my  soul,  and  utters  all  I  sing. 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us. 
And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 
What  says  this  transportation  of  my  friends? 
It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  now  they  dwell, 
And  scorn  this  wretched  spot  they  leave  so  poor. 
Eternity's  vast  ocean  lies  before  thee ; 
There,  there,  Lorenzo  !  thy  Clarissa  sails. 
Give  thy  mind  sea-room  ;  keep  it  wide  of  earth, 
That  rock  of  souls  immortal;  cut  thy  cord  ; 
W^eigh  anchor ;  spread  thy  sails  ;  call  every  wind : 
Eye  thy  great  Pole-star  ;  make  the  land  of  Life  ! 

Two  kinds  of  life  has  double-natured  man. 
And  two  of  death  ;  the  last  far  more  severe. 
Life  animal  is  nurtured  by  the  Sun, 
Thrives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beams  : 
Life  rational  subsists  on  higher  food, 
Triumphant  in  His  beams  who  made  the  day: 
When  we  leave  that  Sun,  and  are  left  by  this, 
(The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  stubborn  guilt) 
'Tis  utter  darkness  ;  strictly  double  death. 
We  sink  by  no  judicial  stroke  of  Heaven, 
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But  Nature's  course  ;  as  sure  as  plummets  fall. 
Since  God  or  man  must  alter  ere  they  meet, 
(Since  light  and  darkness  l?Iend  not  in  one  sphere) 
'Tis  manifest,  Lorenzo,  who  must  change. 

If,  then,  that  double  death  should  prove  thy  lot, 
Blame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity  ; 
Man  shall  be  bless'd,  as  far  as  man  permits. 
Not  man  alone,  all  rationals  Heaven  arms 
With  an  illustrious,  but  tremendous  power. 
To  counteract  its  own  most  gracious  ends. 
And  this  of  strict  necessity,  not  choice  ; 
That  power  denied,  men,  angels,  were  no  more 
But  passive  engines,  void  of  praise  or  blame. 
A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 
Of  being  bless'd  or  wretched,  as  we  please ; 
Else  idle  Iveason  would  have  nought  to  do. 
And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 
Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  bliss. 
Heaven  wills  our  happiness,  allows  our  doom  ; 
Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels: 
Heaven  but  persuades,  almighty  man  decrees. 
Man  is  the  maker  of  immortal  fates. 
INIan  falls  by  man,  if  fmally  he  falls  ; 
And  fall  he  must,  who  learns  from  death  alone 
The  dreadful  secret, — that  he  lives  for  ever. 

Why  this  to  tluie  ?— thee  yet,  perhaps,  in  doubt 
Of  sceotirl  lite?  but  wherctorc-  douijtful  still  t 
llternal  lif<;  is  Nature's  ardent  wish: 
What  ardently  we  wish  W(;  soon  believe: 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wish  destroy'd  : 
What  has  destroy'd  it?— shall  I  tell  thee  what? 
\\  hf.ii  fear'd  the  future,  'tis  no  longer  wish'd  ; 
And  wlien  miwish'd,  we  sliivi-  t()  disbelieve. 
'  Thus  Infidelity  our  guilt  betrays.' 
Nor  that  the  sole  detectifjn  !     Blush,  l-orenzo  .' 
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Blush  for  liypocrisy,  it"  not  for  guilt. 

Tlio  future  fear'd^ — An  intidol,  anil  foar? 

Fear  what?  a  dream?  a  fable  ?  — How  thy  dread, 

Unwilling  evidence,  and  therefore  strong. 

Affords  niy  cause  an  undesign'd  support! 

How  Disbelief  alHrins  what  it  denies  ! 

'  It,  unawares,  asserts  immortal  life.' — 

Surprising!  Infidelity  turns  out 

A  creed  and  a  confession  of  our  sins  : 

Apostates,  thus,  are  orthodox  divines. 

Lorenzo  !  with  Lorenzo  clash  no  more, 
Nor  longer  a  transparent  vizor  wear. 
Think'st  thou  Religion  only  has  her  mask? 
Our  infidels  are  Satan's  hypocrites. 
Pretend  the  worst,  and,  at  the  bottom,  fail. 
When  visited  by  thought,  (thought  will  intrude) 
Like  him  they  serve,  they  tremble  and  believe. 
Is  there  hypocrisy  so  foul  as  this? 
So  fatal  to  the  welfare  of  the  world  ? 
AVhat  detestation,  what  contempt,  their  due! 
And,  if  unpaid,  be  thank'd  for  their  escape. 
That  Christian  candour  they  strive  hard  to  scorn. 
If  not  for  that  asylum,  they  might  find 
A  hell  on  earth,  nor  scape  a  worse  below. 

With  insolence  and  impotence  of  thought, 
Instead  of  racking  fancy  to  refute, 
Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  enjoy. — 
But  shall  I  dare  confess  the  dire  result  ? 
Can  thy  proud  reason  brook  so  black  a  brand? 
From  purer  manners  to  sublimer  faith. 
Is  Nature's  unavoidable  ascent. 
An  honest  Deist,  where  the  Gospel  shines. 
Matured  to  nobler,  in  the  Christian  ends. 
When  that  bless'd  change  arrives,  e'en  cast  aside 
This  song  superfluous ;  life  immortal  strikes 
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Conviction  in  a  flood  of  light  divine. 

A  Christian  dwells,  like  Uriel  %  in  the  Sun; 

Meridian  evidence  puts  doubt  to  flight, 

And  ardent  hope  anticipates  the  skies. 

Of  that  bright  Sun,  Lorenzo  !  scale  the  sphere  : 

'Tis  easy ;  it  invites  thee  ;  it  descends 

FroinHeaven,  to  woo  and  waft  thee  whence  it  came. 

Read  and  revere  the  sacred  page,  a  page 

Where  triumphs  immortality  ;  a  page 

Which  not  the  whole  Creation  could  produce; 

Which  not  the  Conflagration  shall  destroy: 

Tis  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  for  ever, 

In  Nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  lost. 

In  proud  disdain  of  what  e'en  gods  adore. 
Dost  smile  ? — Poor  wretch  !  thy  guardian  angel 
Angels  and  men  assent  to  wiiat  I  sing;      [weeps. 
Wits  smile,  and  thank  me  for  my  midnight  dream. 
How  vicious  hearts  fume  frenzy  to  the  brain  ! 
I*iirts  push  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  shame: 
Pert  Infidelity  is  Wit's  cockade, 
To  grace  the  brazen  brow  that  braves  the  skies, 
By  loss  of  being  dreadfully  secure. 
Lorenzo  !  if  tiiy  doctrine  wins  the  day, 
Aii'l  drives  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  (he  field; 
If  this  is  all,  if  earth  a  final  scene. 
Take  beed  ;  stand  fast ;   be  sur(!  to  be  a  knave  ; 
A  knave  in  grain  !   ne'er  (hivia'e  to  the  right. 
Shouldst  thou  be  good — how  inrmite  ihy  loss! 
(luilt  only  makes  aimihilation  gain.  [death 

JJU^ss'd  scheme!  which   life  di^prives  of  comfort. 
Of  lio[)e,  and  which  vice  only  recommen<ls. 
If  so,  where.  Infidels!   your  bait  thrown  out 
'J'o  catch  weak  converts  (  where  your  lolly  bonst 
*  Miltnii'N  I'nradisf  Lost. 
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Of  zeal  for  virtue,  and  of  love  to  man? 
Annihilation  !   I  confess  in  these. 

What  can  reclaim  you  ?  dare  I  hope  profound 
Philosophers  the  converts  of  a  song? 
Yet  know  its  title  *  flatters  you,  not  me  ; 
Yours  be  the  praise  to  make  my  title  good; 
Mine  to  bless  Heaven,  and  triumph  in  your  praise. 
But  since  so  pestilential  your  disease, 
Though  sovereign  is  the  medicine  I  prescribe. 
As  yet  I'll  neither  triunij)h  nor  despair. 
But  hope,  ere  long,  my  midnight  dream  will  wake 
Your  hearts,  and  teach  your  wisdom — to  be  wise: 
For  why  should  souls  immortal,  made  for  bliss. 
E'er  wish  (and  wish  in  vain !)  that  souls  could  die? 
What  ne'er  can  die,  oh !  grant  to  Hve,  and  crown 
The  wish,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  skies; 
Increase,  and  enter  on  tiiejoys  of  Heaven; 
Thus  shall  my  title  pass  a  sacred  seal. 
Receive  an  im[)riiaatur  from  above, 
While  angels  shout — an  Infidel  lleclaim'd! 

To  close,  Lorenzo  !  spite  of  all  my  pains, 
Still  seems  it  strange  that  thou  shouldst  live  for  ever? 
Is  it  less  strange  that  thou  shouldst  live  at  all  ? 
This  is  a  miracle,  and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning  can  exclude  an  end. 
Deny  thou  art;  then  doubt  if  thou  shalt  be. 
A  miracle  with  miracles  inclosed 
Is  man  !  and  starts  his  faith  at  what  is  strange  ? 
What  less  than  wonders  from  the  wonderful  ? 
What  less  than  miracles  from  God  can  flow? 
Admit  a  God — that  mystery  supreme  ! 
That  cause  uncaused  !  all  other  wonders  cease  : 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  him  to  do : 
Deny  him— all  is  mystery  besides  ; 
^  The  Infidel  Reclaimed. 
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Millions  of  mysteries  !  each  darker  far 
That  that  thy  wisdom  woidd,  unwisely,  shun. 
If  weak  thy  faith,  why  choose  the  harder  side  ? 
We  nothing  know  but  what  is  marvellous; 
Yet  what  is  marvellous  w'e  can't  believe. 
So  weak  our  reason,  and  so  great  our  God, 
What  most  surprises  in  the  sacred  page, 
Or  full  as  strange,  or  stranger,  must  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  reason's  labour,  but  repose. 

To  faith  and  virtue  why  so  backward,  man  ? 
From  hence  ; — the  present  strongly  strikes  us  all; 
The  future,  faintly  :  can  we,  then,  be  men  ? 
If  men,  Lorenzo  !  the  reverse  is  right. 
Reason  is  man's  peculiar ;  sense  the  brute's. 
The  present  is  the  scanty  realm  of  Sense ; 
The  future,  Reason's  empire  unconfined  : 
On  that  expending  all  her  godlike  power. 
She  plans,  provides,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there : 
There   builds   her   blessings !  there  expects   her 

praise  ; 
And  notliing  asks  of  Fortune  or  of  men. 
And  what  is  lleason  i  be  she  thus  dehned  ; 
Reason  is  upright  stature  in  tiie  soul. 
Oh!  be  a  man, — and  strive  to  be  a  god.       [life?' 

'  For  what?  (thou  say'st)  to  damp  the  joys  of 
No  ;  to  give  heart  and  sulistaiice  to  thy  joys. 
That  tyrant,  Hope,  mark  how  she  domineers  ; 
She  bids  us  <|uit  r(;ditiis  (or  dreams. 
Safety  and  peace  for  hazard  and  ahirni. 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  soul. 
She  bids  Ambition  (piit  its  taken  prize, 
Spurn  the  luxuriant  branch  on  which  it  sits, 
Though  bearing  crowns,  to  spring  at  distant  game, 
Ami  plunge  in  toils  and  dangers — for  rcpos*'. 
If  iK)pc  precarious,  ;inil  of  things,  when  iiaiii'd. 
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Of  little  moment  and  as  little  stay, 
Can  sweeten  toils  and  dangers  into  joys; 
"What  then  tiuit  hope  niiieh  nothin<>-  can  defeat, 
Our  leave  unask'd?  rich  hope  of  boundless  bliss! 
Bliss  past  man's  power  to  paint  it, Time's  to  close! 

This  hope  is  earth's  most  estimable  prize; 
This  is  man's  portion,  while  no  more  than  man  : 
Hope,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here; 
Passions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  less. 
.Joy  has  her  tears,  and  transport  has  her  death : 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  though  strong, 
Man's  heart,  at  once,  inspirits  and  serenes, 
IVor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys: 
'Tis  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bear, 
Health  to  the  frame  !  and  vigour  to  the  mind  ! 
A  joy  attemper'd  !  a  chastised  delight ! 
Like  the  fair  suntmer  evening,  mild  and  sweet ! 
'Tis  man's  full  cup,  his  paradise  below  ! 

A  bless'd  hereafter,  then,  or  hoped  or  gain'd. 
Is  all, — our  whole  of  happiness  !  full  proof 
1  chose  no  trivial  or  inglorious  theme. 
And  know,  ye  foes  to  song!  (well-meaning  men. 
Though  (piite  forgotten  ''  half  your  Bible's  praise!) 
Important  truths,  in  spite  of  verse,  may  please  : 
Grave  minds  you  praise,  nor  can  you  praise  too 
If  there  is  weight  in  an  eternity,  [much. 

Let  the  grave  listen, — and  be  graver  still,     y 

*  Tlie  poetical  parts  of  it.  \  ^ 
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